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PLAY BILL Were introduced a 


number ul our зый 
n this page in ішез pst 
al wed lile vou to meet E 
he mon re 
sponsible far the pube, ihe personality 
dh very existence of thi тароо 
The kan, reales, young fellow who рис 
sides over татын нині Фа 
omenon inthe publishing word. А 
de more than three years ago. Heiner 
talked ol creating а special Lnd ol mago 
Jioc — à handsome monthly package of 
fion, humor. articles and pictorial fee 
el not at а “general” audience 
omen and children nor at that 
VOI the male citizenry primarily 
the great outdoor 
шараның man who 
S the Медина of 
i the 


sexe 
interested in 


y Martini. 


t everyone, Heiner managed to 
rather thin, short shoestring out 
ol a few borrowed dollars and the frst 

to pres. lt was 
+ apartment and іс 
its cover or subscrip 


Carilo dat on io 
tion message inside, because no onc wis 
sure itor when the second iuc would 
Thur a great many young citybred Ich 
lows had apparently been waiting for a 
magazine wh which ey could 


ily Henly. "hey adopted mvto 
is thelr own and talked ip = 2s young 
men will when they под sohcihing the 
realy ke. 

It as tural that поло be com: 
тей with Esquire for which Tie 
Raa yaaa, tie ihe only 
ойе in the US. 

мому years, 
^. Equit bas 


indem feld, La 
bably were peri 

p der. A rival, 

mper by а generation, boder by sev: 


shocking inches of neckline, w 
ng its way into the old gentleman's 


Time called 
ү. the latest phe in US maga 
shing” amd reported: "Not vet 
ld, but selling 688.000 cop. 


муо 


Slick and sassy 


ies PLAYBOY threatens по outstrip 
qui (ir. 778000) in а circulation 
fight. Esquire has paid the ultimate 


pliment by shedding some of ие later 

Ëy sepecibilin: hur Eaque wil 

cannot Меер ares In in Nene 

ber талої pied pictures al € 

babe Anita Ekberg in the 

the edge oll Eis S 

folio of Ekberg with few co 

"Esquire could have spared if is 
on for only $5 reported 


from the age о 15, Chin 
Hefner longed te work for the: mens 
зараас, made the grade m ls promo. 


Jut he qui 
їй its Уза. 


Fon wu exer И 
{Writer ie Budd charg, Nelvm AL 
pren, Philip Walie and James Jones 
Sime the срине appa 

ine that would publ the 
au masculine articles and 


1 must protest unfair 
competition, but as an editor | must 
applaud a brand-new invention in eroti- 
Чып which grew out of the freewheel 
ing, ebullient attitude of й x 

Editor Hefner is a bona fide "Night 
Person” —his day begins around 11:00 
Ам. and ends in the Carly hours of the 
following dawn. In his vigorously maseu- 
Tine все on the top Boot of i 


production, advertising, 
circulacion and busines 
мама lor the 

itself to his 


and will sore up 
Kemon or Sinatra is usually ow the 
turntable when Hefner is working 

Me is euentially эп indoor 
do he iners e 
the aki slope last win 
Foreign fi 


man, 
pleasures 
He Tikes рл. 
Ту League clothes. gi 

amd pretty girls—the san 
that rıAvsov readers like 
his approach to life is as fresh, 
cated and ver admin 1 


sophia 


the reasons lor it. Writers 
t analyed the three kinds of edi- 
tors: the gucsers who “try to guess what 
the public likes... their ears are for- 


ever to dh 
tently м 
fac 
supply 
brought them 10 


ally, the 
they 
By that token, they please them- 
selves When the vision of what they 
see iy fresh and their react м 
dated. they аге usually Such 
people are im (he publishing business 
because they Jove it and because, above 
anything else ін the world. they want t 
* Among the Адо 
ij these personal. editor, 
Writers Digest listed DeWitt Wallace of 
Reader's Digest, 1 
Inc. and Hugh М. 
(the truth: 
gucser nor 
th 


to this June Paw, Lead: 
diye it all а Geoige Langelans The 
Еу, дас of the most throat diving, pal 
moisening. spineicing horror, sores 
eve read in many а moon, which wc 
trast will transi you from fist sentence 
po 

Ray Resell, who has 


сто been 


Inge. N. Richard Nash а 

src all in ome swell (оор. The loo 
Жы Enter the Handsome Stranger 
and i will evoke chortle chu 


Popular 
puts 
New York's Car- 
hopeful, ch 
the eye as Miss June; and Hollywood's 
Vikki Dougan — she of the lyrical back 
—is much in evidence, 

ruavnen Jazz Editor Leonard Feather 
corks ‘ear in the direction of rock 
а voll and comes up with some provo. 
ative comment, Rolf Malcolm dues W 
їп om the new look in funnymen with 
his takeout on Mort Sahl, A Real Free: 
Form Guy, while the old look in funny 
‘men is treated fictionally in One for the 
Mook by Arthur Kober, the delightlul 
dialectician of Му Dear Hella, Thunder 
‘over the Bronx and Having Wonderful 
Time. 

Spo 


Ies ee breaklasis occupy Thomas 
Mario: а simmer of sartorial sendor ie 
fond 
ot ршде. 
Party Jokes, cartoons and suchlike goon 
iex al designed to make (hat what ns 
ver betore, 


YO4aYAJg 


Knowledgeable people buy Imperial 
—and they buy it by the case 


Whiskey by Hiram Walker 


BIENDED WHISKEY ~ ве PROOF - 20% STRAIGHT WHISKEY > 8 YEARS ОЁ MORE OID 
22% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS = HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC, PEORIA, RUNOIS 
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PRUDENT PLAYBOY 
At long las, et viov 
shocking me! I reler to the clasic two 
Lord Nelsons Party Joke in March, with 
the tag line, "Чи Lady Nelson!" The 
traditional tag is, of course, " ‘Tm Lady 
Hamilton.” The Lady Nelson version 
makes the могу sexless and pointless 
Nelson's 12-year passion for Emma Lady 
Hamilton is one of the vivid and en 
viable love affairs ol history, while his 
marriage w Lady Nehon—in Ше 
тәсімі words of the Britannica — "was 
on and prudence, rather 
1 devoutly hope өлш 
will pay no further tributes to prudence? 
Anthony Boucher 

Berkeley, Calif 


PADDY 
M 


Paddy, Daddy. 
Chuck Clark 
Austin, Te 


Tread Mr. Rusell's s 
1 enjoyed it very much, 


Раду. а 
Нека 


Paddy Chayelsky 
New York, N. Y 


Sa s 
entitled Paddy cook the cake so 1, 
were concerned. Ray Russell sounds 
like a ve 
ies. Has he had any books published 
as уеб M so, please let us know where 
we might purchase same, 
Charlotte as 
Burbank, Calif 
Russell clams he's writing The Great 
American Seed Catalog, but since this 
isn't finished yet, we refer you to page 37 
©] this issue for hix latest satire und to 
the Books section of "After Hours” for 
news of a recent Russell anthologization. 


Ivan Wilenhen 


‘THE VARGAS GIRL 
1 hope that isnt all we're going 10 sce 
of the Vargas Girl! 


Now that м лувоу 


has declared an open season om that 
much maligned subject, nudity, 1 should 
think that the perfect place for such 


phenomenal creature would be w 


but at least por the Vargas Girl 
back of your gatelold. She is absolutely 
the most astounding goddess I've эсс 
mixture of Mesh, Ы 


Michael Stewart 
New York, N. Y. 


OF WORMS AND MEN 
Your concep is idea of a Play 
mate reduces the position of wome 
Irom that ol dignity to a 
handy just when the male appetite needs 
affection and satisfaction. God makes 
women objects of alfection and you 
bunch of parasites prey on this innate 
characteristic to build up your own egos. 
Ie used to be that when a man wanted 
to feed his ego he would engage another 
man in bat you bunch of lily fv 
егей individuals try to conquer an in 
lerior. Woman, in bed. It makes me sick 
10 think that you characters belong to 
the same sex as 1 do. Someone ought to 
classify you in a sex by yourselves. May- 
be it should be called the Woni Sex. 
T. J. Sage 
New York, N. Y. 


We of the Waikiki Unmarried Bache- 
lors’ Asociation, Unlimited, would like 
10 take this opportunity to extend our 
profuse thanks to the editors ol PLAYBOY. 
mt and prolific coverage in 

the Geld of premarital high jinks is 
the tantamount premise, foundation and 
entive for the org this 


record that we further appreciate your 
lle promotion of the sport of 


ıchelordom. 


Jack Gillett, Pres. 
‘Waikiki Unmarried 
Bachelor’ Asoc, Unled, 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


JACQUOT GRIS 
So Kind of you tn forward my mail to 
me, and in print, too! As you have prob 
ably deduced, rrAvaov has been of serv 
ice ло me in the past. 1 thank yo 
sincerely for cont 
I am now gat 


yg to accommodate 
data” for the 


MY SIN 


...a most 


provocative perfume! 


LANVIN 


de би Жә has to offer 
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THE DOMINO бо 
Lir 
pe 


a waterside trio to Лір the beach 


BINDER 


Sturdy binder holds 
12 ageless i ot 
PLAYBOY. Magazine's 
пате and amblam 

stamped In gold leat, 


é š 
ёз) 


PLAYBOY BOOK DEPARTMENT 
252 E. Омо St, Chicago Ti, Il 


San Antonio girls; this one is on Yale 
men. If you are interested in the results 
of my surveys (а 
would be very сай 


Yale Law School 
New Haven, Conn. 


It is with deepest regret that 1 have 
misrepresented your fine magazine, As 
Tor the wondevtul Indies of San Antonio 
and neighbor 


Columbus, Ohio 


Do not forward any mail to me. 
Jacquot 
Spokane, Washi 
My, ту, how Jacquot gets around! 


PLAYBOY AT VERMONT 

The impact of your notable magazine 
on the campus of the University of Ver- 
mont was vividly demonstrated this past 
weekend. The occasion was our annual 
Kake Walk Winter Holiday and a skit 
presented by Tau Epsilon Phi fraternity 
depicted the effect рідувом'з popularity 
had Bad on the statue of Ira Allen which 
graces our fair campus: he turned into 
your famous rabbit. The final touch was 


w when 
зом xculp. 
pus is w 
you ай the way. H only we had morc 
girls who looked like the Playmates - - . 
Bennet J. Wotl 
u of Vermont 


DROOLING READERS DEPT. 

Out in this neck of the woods, you's 
got us drooling with Thomas M: 
article. Lets Stew It. But please settle a 
discussion — is the caserole shown in the 
or photograph one of the 
“cel type or some other type? 
is this type of cooking ware 


Howard W, Harvey 
Omaha, Nebraska 
Is enameled cast iron, available. at 
Marshall Field in Chicogo— but the 
urban scene thereon wus especially 
fainted for муво by artist Robert 
Katzman, 


PERPLEXING POLKA DOT: 
AL Snes cartoon on page У 
March issue has been the object of m 
discussion. ‘The $64,000 question is: docs 
the girl taking off the red dres own the 
dor panties, or is it merely that 
e girl taking off the green dress owns 
ic polka dot bra? 


Fred Peck 
Lawrenceville, N. J 


MORE LOVE IN THE DARK 
1 have just finished readi 

Moore's Love in the Dark 

fiction, 


In reference to your article entitled 
Love in Ше Dark by the 19-year-old 
feminine author (whose name 1 cannot 
mow recall), 1 would like to say that 1 
enjoyed reading it. Perhaps it should 
have made me thoughtful and pensive, 
but, frankly, the whole thing ete 
with an advanced case of the giggles. 

Dallas Bun 

Memphis, 1 


Hurray! Challenging the great moras. 
ol American moral mythology 
pion for Truth has arisen! An г 
Revere has mounted hone, calling in 
stead, “The sexual Dark Ages are heret 
Enlighten. yourself” Lets have more 
Jike Love in the Dark by Pamela Moore, 
Robert D, Eckert 
Cherry Point, N. G 


Shakespeare describe 
Moore eway to а Т: “И ñ а tale 
by an idiot, full of sound and и 
signifying nothin 


Ray C. Hughes 
unc, N. Y 


1 don't know wha 
men Pamela Mo 


kind of man or 
ге has had either th 
time or inch е love with 
but 1 for one would like to defend my 
man. bom a woman of 27, mother ol 


two children, an 
unashamed, virile 
man. 1 say arılul, beca 


c there is defe 


nitely an art to making love, both on 

the part of the man and the woman. 
Marie Louise Rutherford 
Norwalk, Conn. 


Like a lot of other American women, 
who monthly read through the hus 
bands copy оГ rtaynoy because it is a | 


y change from the whipped. 
і 2 


and honest piece on the American male 
Jom in hearty agreement with her in 
dictments; American men rarely lise up 
to their advance billing 
Anne F. LeCroy 
Beverley, Mass 


Miss Monte 
quite а penchant for talk 


although she display 
y about her 


ism, her opinions are based upon, at the 


very least, second-hand information, 
B. J. Starr 


Huntington Beach, California 


Why must it be that bachelors arc al 
ways the authors of books and articles 


on child care and training, and unmar 


ings of the American male 
Gury Branson 
Minneapolis, Minn. | 
Wasn't Love in the Dark misplaced 
Tt seems о me that the 
have either preceded or 
тоуу Party Jokes, thereln 
the humor sect 


where it would be 
Detter suited, In regard t0 the quest 
thats bother: 


all American 


they w 
What did they da 
Tight was invented? с 


о have to get up and put another log 
on the бе! 


Harold E. Jack 
San Francisco, Calif 


The poor American male has been 
branded as ә lousy lover. lousy father 
anad lousy суєту other sport he might en 


gage in with the opposite sex. Fach and 


every Americ 


woman should be kicked 


ОГ the anatomy 


Giles T. Reeve 
Oxford. Ohio 


“TU take 


the Sportsman type... 
any time!” 


Speman 2) 


Sportsman. at line for а тап. 


“A desert island is a beautiful body entirely surrounded by fun!” 


AVA GARDNER - STEWART GRANGER - DAVID NIVEN 
cus LITTLE HUT" 


heaton by fr re 
эм илк ийт + IM MEN ROE 


Marlboro 


You get a 


lot to like 


filter 
flavor 
-flip-top box 


new 
Für-ror sox 


Siro drawing Aller feels tight in your шелі. Works 
fine but doesn’t get in the Modern Flip-Top Box 
keeps every cigarette firm and fresh until you smok 


(MADE IN RICHMOND, VIRGINIA, FROM A NEW MARLBORO RECIPE) 


PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


м hasn't been a public 
Pi Sheng invented movable type back 
in 1011 до. that hasn't had its share of 
howling typographical booboos, and as 
an occasional ollender oursell, our heart 
bleeds for amy colleagues caught with 
their bloopers down. We must admit 
though, that such disasters help hr 


the day sometimes. The Orlando (Flor. 
ida) Sentinel recently made reference 
to "Rex Harrison. жағ of Broadway's 


“Му Fair Lay" The Everett (Washing 
ton) Herald released the intelligence th: 
Enol Flynn is finished with swashbuck: 
ling movie roles: “Flynn,” said Ше ar 
ticle, ^... has announced that hes 
putting his period tights in mothballs 
and sing his raper over the 
fireplace.” A Мм. Petersburg, Florida, 
newspaper, crowing about the pulling 
power of its casified ad section, aw 
nounced proudly that “Mrs. Ralph R. 
Jones sold her bed after one inserti 
And the Portland (Oregon) Journal has 
unearthed the mystical key to marital 
success in the comment ol an octagena 
ian couple, Their piquant formula: 
Don't get made at the some time 


The fight for last listing in the Man. 
hattan phone book is on again. Current 
title holder is the Zeya2y Ztamp Ztudior, 
which, of course, sells portage stamps 
We have a suggestion for anyone who 
wants to he still laser in next years 
hook. Form a sleeping pill company 
and cll it 7777777. 


A new and quite fancy delicatesen 
Opened recently in Chicago wiih this 
legend prominently displayed over the 
door мовні ве 


the 
shared our table at 
and bremblesly 
newer to the popu- 


Pat Carroll, pert comedienne o 
Sid Caesar show 
other di 


lunch the 


informed us of her 


lar Hero Sandwich. 
ard Sandwich 
jello, served, of course. on 


She calls it the Cow. 

lists the yummy 

gediems as filet ol weakfish, yellow 

nips. half baked jellyfish and cherry 
toast 


Books 


A somewhat wide-cved view of b 
washing as practiced by motiv 
search analysts is presented by V 
Packard in The Hidden Persvoders (Mckay, 
51). a reading of which may leave you 
Slightly wideeyed, too. Motivation Re 
search—-MR to the ad boys-is the high- 
sounding name applied to the technique 
of tramping around in the brains and 
psyches of all of us to exploit од 

ties and aspirations for the sake 


selling 


goods and ideas At its most benign, it 
saddles you (through vour unconscious) 
with brand loyalties among indistin 


wishable mass-produced products, At 
юч cynical and corrupt, it molds you 
into a docile Org: 


suades vou of 


д you don't need 
polit 
be measured by their will 


ingnes to teanquilize sour intelligence 

ır id. Packard points 
out, by Ше way, that there's a degree of 
feedback in the seduction; that is, the 
probing skills to manipulate us have 
themselves been seduced into corrupting 


while they seduce vo 


a 


мін heir depth. 


1 who is to 
To ask 
> his guiltless 5: 


their science lor lucre 


altiply it by 10 via 
а short trip 10 Madison Avenue is like 


him to wear 

good of his soul. 
Interesting moral considerations aside, 

though, the nu 


rue ol Persunders 


pie 


is that its packed solid with st 


amusing — and sometimes frightening 
mples of MR at work, From them, 
you ean le 


últ feelings about scllindulgence are 
сама, 

emotional needs of modern man, 
to build a sexual overtone into i 
mate objects, how to create “psycholo 
cal obsolescence” lor goods which aren't 
worn out, why masvoriented daytime TV 
has to be limited, pallid, highly moral- 
istic. and what the new cars do lor you 
in the way of sexual reassurance of ро: 
tency. And much, much more: we'll pre- 
dict that this shocker will be ane of the 
most widely quoted and talked about 
books of the year. 


how to exploit the eight basic 
how 


Less subtle but certainly no les sinis 
ter forms of persuading ave probed in 
Bottle fer the Mind (Doubleday, $150) by 
gant. He cops a plea for 
hysiologis han Pav 
ndings based on experi 
s with canines, he feels, have been 
hed off by the Western World 
(Men are not dogs") while heim 
lesly exploited by police states 
over, the phenomen 
sion. anywhere 


Move 
п of sudden conver 
whether it is brought 
about by a police interrogator 


seis, or a psycloanalys, is achieved by 
basically identical techniques, cai 
author: a feeling of guilt is induced by 
persistent suggestion (helped along, in 
some cases, by physical Fatigue) and the 
пей with his past 
life 10 the point ol yearning fo 
БИ the emptiness of his washed 
and his converter В Johnny-on 


subject becomes ки 
beliet м 
brain 
thespot to ВИ и with a hitherto nu 
ent political philosophy, religious con: 

sell. or whathaves 
“Whoever can be та 


confidence 


says Sa 


of advice to 


rgant in a chapter 


prospective brain-washees, 
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BUY COLUMBIA 


the “greatest” buy of all 


Get а 127 Jaze теме fot ry 


$198 
itifeach one you buyats3.98 


3206 £200 во every second one 


BUY ELLINGTON 


chaose trom 6 great albums of босі 


BUY ARMSTRONG ч 


G spectaculars by the спе аласту "Бек 


BUY JAY & KAI 


@ albums by J. J. Johnson & Kai Млада) 


BUY BRUBECK 


(take your pick from 5 of Dave's greatest 


BUY GARNER 


боо choice of Б of Еней bestsellers) 


NEWPORT JAZZ 


(6 кый concerts from the 1956 Jazz Festival) 


LEONARD BERNSTEIN 


(hot is Jaza? CL 919) 


8 BRAND-NEW RELEASES 


orema- Kal Winding CL 999. 
Jazz Impressions of the U. S, A.-Dave Brubeck 


Jazz Lab-Don Byrd & Gigi бу CL 

Joy & ai=). 1. Johnson and Kai Winding 
©з 

African Drum Suite=the Jazz Messengers 
CL 1002 

One O'Clock Jump—Count Basie CL 997 


‚Jazz Buy Columbia Catalog. 
Records, Dept J N. 799 Seventh 
‘Ave, New York 19, N. Y. 


HURRY—THIS SPECIAL EVENT ENDS 
JUNE 29th 


COLUMBIA RECORDS 
меке нн нем 


“is more easily led to accept the desired 
pattern,” but the man who can remain 
indifferent, detached, even amused — 
word, sophisticated — is a tougher nut 
to crack. "Safety seems therclore to lie 
a cultivation, not only of courage, 
and logic. but of humor." 
ludo with an admonish. 
ment to man, proud 1 
X dogs, they should hu 
mber how much 
in their brain functions, and not boast 
themselves as demigods.” 


Me. Arkodin (Crowell, $3.50) is the 
of story that starts out with the n; 
В and stub: 


rator walking along the be: 


promptly 
is described as “a novel in The Third 
Man mood” and has in on with 
that excellent piece of suspense fi 
ngle fact that it was а movie script 
first. a novel second. “The author's name 
is Orson Welles. 


Dell. 336) scoops the very 
cam from the past years Output in 
this lively genre. Among the authors: 
Robert Nathan, Theodore Sturgeon, 
Damen Knight, sac Asimov. Garon 
and our boy Ray Russell. who is 
represented by his loving parody of sci- 
encesiction movies, Put Them АП To- 
gether They Spell Monster. Four other 
favor pies by Robert Bloch, 
Adrian Conan Doyle, Richard Matheson 
and Charles Beaumont — receive Honor- 
able Mention from Miss Merril, one of 
the field's most authoritative, hard 
headed editors. At either price, it's a 
bounteous bargain of а book, 


‘Steph 
stops In 


his new 
book, Poer on Americo (Random House, 


59) he has done it with allection, dis 
ernment and humor. The book is a 
ary of two visits Oncupsman Potter 
made to Ameri 
nally in love 
the view from the Top of the Mark, 
the ew of the American female, 
the Oregon scenery and 
mary efficiency of the Ame 
Even the Bronx brayings of a New York 
cab driver become subject for eloquent 
comment, ^I can understand you per- 
fectly well said Potter to onc cabbie. 
It's the Park Avenue people 1 find dif. 
ult” ‘There is, however. an exception 
to his overall enthusiasm: the lamentable 
paucity of vermouth in a Yankee Маг 
tini. ils, "Why, 
th the ver. 
and 
ul the Ameri 


can scene are fresh and amusing, thro 
out, and vou can't help but enjoy this 
sightsccing шір оп Porters scooter. 


In Gerald. Rersh's new novel, Fowlers 
End (Sinon & Schuster, we 
meer about as umavory а group of 
people as has ever been collected be; 
tween covers, ‘There is Daniel Laveroek, 
a young man whose frightfully scarred 
face renders him both formidable and 
р He makes short shrift 
small inheritance. then becomes a kind 
fied bouncer in a cheap cinem 
use in that dead-end arca of Londi 
known as Fowlers End, The the 
atre owner is a talkative, wily, vindic 
tise, penny-pinching cockney, Sam Yude 
now, who speaks in a blend of dialect 
and catarıh. and through him П 
thrown in with a motley crew of w 
who expose their fangs as they 
with each other. The only breath of 
spring in (his jungle comes from а rex 

dy who in 


Au uncasy peace settles 
on Fowlers End when Sam is routed in 
а coupdefinance and Daniel decides to 
ship out rcighter to more idyllic 
arcas. Ен this new chapter 


that he can take the skipper's 
abuse with philosophy and patience. We 
found Kersh's mesage obscure, unless 
he is trying to prove that the College of 
Hard Knocks is still the best prep school 
of all, vet he creates characters, mood 
and atmosphere зо сбогисъд that the 
yam soars above its unkempt setting. 


DINING-DRINKING 


Petit Pi 
Blvd) is a basement 
стей tablecloth, Пе school, 
A good many artists, visiting show folks, 
i nd newspaper guys hang out 
and beards are almost as common 
as cam. Theres always an exhibition. 
of paintings h: оп ће walls, 
the atmosphere ut as carelrce 
you can get. А hd. 


Ме in St. Louis (1200 Lindell 
wich of the check 


А around the tables sawing 
the no 


or Ше 


gay, and the 
floor show fcatu 
that isn't enough, and you're properly 
charged with a couple ol Marseilles 
Slings, you сап vault up on the band: 
Е your own par 
ticular brand ol genius, АШ this is 
coupled with American steaks and first 
rate French chow moderately priced (por 
exemple: escargots in garlic bunter 
$285), That Marseilles Sling? Prepare 
‘with two ounces port wine, two ounces 


d and demonstr 


ходтає, one ounce of Cointreau. Guaran- 
teed tO make anyone burst into song. 


RECORDS 


бап Kemon’s exbassman, Curtis 
Counce, leads his own quintet in one 
the most penctratingly masculine West 
Coast jazz LPs of recent months, The 
Curtis Counce Group (Contemporary 3526). 
In place of the usual clutch of over 
worked studio jamen you'll he. 
trumpeter Jack Sheldon, who for our 
money сап give Chet Baker a run lor 
fold Land, a tenor sax with 
intestinal fortitude, and a new and en. 
etic pianist, Carl Perkin 
iginal tunes. Аз you might 


members hail from Missouri, 
Texas, Indiana and Kansas. 


Counce'ssidemen, all in th 


twenties 
remind us that young blood is сме 


revitalizing force in iun 
arr; but two other LPs remind 
us that vocally, the olden sounds are, 
for the most part, the golde N 
Lee Wiley, heard in West of the Moon (Vic 
tor 1408) and Jimmy Rushing, in The Jess 
Odyssey of Jomes Rushing, Esq. (Columbia 
963) have both been around for son 
25 years on records. Miss Wiley’ vibrato, 
sill a unique and warmly wonderlal 
thing, decorates some great songs (My 
Ideal, among others) with a variety of 
finely woven settings, from sexy to Disie, 
alt by Ralph Burns’ groups. Mr. Rush 
ing salutes four historic jazz towns with 
three suitable tunes apiece: New Orleans, 
as City, New York. On 
г Walkin” No More, a pi- 
quant lyric for which Jimmy accom- 
panies himself playing. barrethowse 
Diano, you can aln we the rd light 
Both of these LPs by the way, boast 
strikingly ellective cover ап. 
Cemered (Jubilee 1028) is а puckish 
package of unexpurgated show tu 
ıl venions of a doren “dirt 
ide it big on Broadway 
for broadcasting. You 
ns of most all 
on the originalcast LPs, but this one 
piles all the azure lyrics in one handy 
basket. Martha Weight, who wields a 
nothing voice, does her best to dispense 
the proper amount of piqued-maiden 
‘cuteness. almost succeeds оп Rodgers and 
Harts Why Can't 12 ("Only my book in 
bed, knows how T look in bed") and 
Cole Porter's The Grent Indoors ("lf 
pawing by, come in and try biting your 
initials on my artificial tan"). Some of 
the other taletelling tunes are Love 
for Sale; Bewitched, Bothered and Be- 
wildered; Den of Iniquity and Lets 


Misbehave. The recording is a paean 
to infidelity rather than an example of 
high fidelity... In the same blue vein, 
А Treasury of Ribeldey (Riverside 7001) 
offers 10 catholic selections Irom 
Louis Untermeyers same name anthology 
(viavtov's Christmas Package, December 
1956), by authors like Ovid, Boccaccio, 
Benjamin Franklin, et al, in readings by 
entwhile GilberckSullitanite Martyn 
Green. А great idea, but it lays an egg. 


chielly because Green — although he 
gives it the old Oxonian шу- is 100 
brittle, bloodless arch and arid for this 


earthy which necds the range, 
warmth, dexterity and brio of a Charles 
Laugh , at least, the Brobding- 
magian leer of a Groucho Marx. 


best contemporary jazz. Not too sur- 
prisingly, some of the same personnel 

‘out of several of them. 
This te How 1 Feel бош Jers (АВС ara 
mount 119) -- Ше "I" being Quincy 
Jones—is, on Ше musical evidence, a 
line way to feel about й. Quincy De- 


light Jones, Jr.—to accord him his full 
handle — is an arranger who likes to give 
his boys an opportunity for self-expres- 
sion. Here, they 


ake full advantage of 
incd compositions 

by Jones) and exery one 
is resolved. vigorous, exciting — 
as you'd expect when you get together 
а team which includes Herbie Mann, 
Quill, Jimmy Cleveland, Charlie 

ip, Zoot Sims, 


Mesi to Liten to Berney Kessel 
ntemperary 3521) is the clever title 
ne of the most powerful jazz discs 
we've had the pleasure of hearing this 
season, Barney, of course, walked away 
as top git man in the PLAYBOY ALLSTAR 
Jazz rota. for 1957. For this platter he’s 
asembled a powerhouse of his co mod 
erns (men like Buddy Collette, André 
Previn, Shelley Munne, Red Mitchell) to 
provide five woodwinds and а rhythm 


section that swing like crazy while re- 
taining the modern sound. 
stuff — bu 


из great 
the big news is that every 
nt is by Barney and they're all 


have a special reason for liking. a happy, 


ing ditty called Blues for a 
+ Herbie Monn Ploys (Beil 

38) brings on the flautist with an саму 
Swinging accompaniment by six of his 
cool colleagues, giving a controlled, 
happy treatment to a halfdozen mixed 
originals and standards. This is the best 
we've heard from Herbie to date: his 
flute is breathily sexy and can sound 
hoarse and potent or sweet and romantic, 
as the tune requires . . - А піку notion 
pans out to perlection in Rhythm Plex One 


toudspenker logie. 


for the newcomer 
to high fidelity 
PARTI 


advantages of a system made 
with components 


KL а = 
Tened by 
fevers who 


‘ahh nthe sai 
тавыштан ot 
‘ound special who 
Ж making pee 
Па pectin ute ро 


‘Ronn picture and endear inde. 


The componente in а tran high fidelity sys- 


ira needs 
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‘eh devoten lof ему and cu 
Vo vam the very tat рай owe 
С Sienna speaker ao made with. the 
эла pron ually aveciated nly 
th dhe manufactur of coro линет. 
ponents и a qal are мр vale 
K+ Yee wih tru Kab, ty ste 
Ste "бе and sold fo deles ні 
Fenton m і cen are a 
{They range rom ie Mant 


ait are JUL ишме Thon 
Witt lr your fie catalog and the man сі 
di ptit in jour eo 
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n Are m 


QUARTET 


FAMOUS FOR 
ROAST BEEF «STEAKS - BARBECUED RIBS 


EMBERS 


DINNER From 530 PM. » OPEN 10 4 
161E.S47-NYC + PL9-3: 


1M 
228 


(Epic LN 3297). The notion was t6 
provide four ace brass men with an acc 
rhythm section and let each guy blow 
three solo selections. The rhythm is pro- 
vided by Osie Johnson (drums), Mile 
Hinton (bass), Hank Jones (piano) and 
Barry Galbraith (guitar). Against their 
solid beat you hear Conte Candoli’s 
ds trombone, 

Gene 


demonstrates it with grace, 
haste, no waste . .. A platter yclept sin 
ply The Buddy Defronce Weiters (Norg 
1085) gives a delicous hotcwm-coo! 
treatment to а brace of fine old tunes 
(Check to Cheek, Let's Call the Whole 
Thing Off, A Fine Romance, and others 
of that ilk and vintage) and fea 

in addition to the DeFranco darinet — 


Harry Edison on trumpet, Barney Kesel 


‚one on bass and Bobby White at 
Believe us, you need this 


fascinating cheer 


Fresh, 
gleaned from Night ше (Vik LX:1061), a 


‚perfect assortment of both gentle 
and jary gems sung with impeccable 
taste by Lurlean Hunter. Abeued by 
such fine fare as Have You Met Miss 
Jones and Gentleman Friend, plus 3 lot 
of noodling trumpet counterpoint by 
Joc Newman, Lurlean comes through 
like exactly what she is: one of the best 
femme vocalists around today A 
velvety biscuit extolling that which 
makes the world go around is Nat Cole's 
ity Love 1s the Thing (Capitol W824), а 
golden gathering of goodies (When I 
Fall in Love, I's All m the С 

hers), sung eflorticsly and. 


Girolamo Frescobaldi was acknowl: 
caged to be the greatest organist of the 
Vath Century. Luckily for us, he was 
also a crack composer, so today, vía 
The Helion Seicento, Serios С (Archive S054), 
we can hear Eduard Muller interpret his 
works on а 400ycarold organ Епеко- 
bald И might hase played. T 

tone of able instrument is as 


and Mr. Müller's renditions of four toc 
catas, a bergamasca and а ricercare arc 
done with affection. On the platters 
obverse, Fritz Neumeyer sits down to a 
harpischord built in 1695 

ош more of the өш 


and soft as whipped cream, 


and wallops 
plus some comentes, a partit 
and an aria, all of which ise from 
harpischord with the meatiest, gutsict 
tone these cars have ever had the pleas 
ше of bendin + In marked con- 
trast to such painstakingly authoritative 


DIZZY GILLESPIE 


3nd his Orchestra 


WOODY HERMAN 


| and his Orchestra 


iRDIAND 
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Mawe 67303 
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‘hie 
side ol aller 


COACH HOUSE 
{74 NO. WABASH 
caitcaco 


RETIRE-VACATION 
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ee 
Je ati) (Money Bach Genre.) 


SUBSCRIBE TO PLAYBOY 


манаан xm 


"Steak with a Reputation” 
[no 20% Так evens MEMBER vinens CLUE 


‘COMPOSER 


ъв W 58 St NYC. PL 9.6683] 


renderings, still more pieces of Fresto- 
baldi, in lush modern orchestrations by 
Giorgio Ghedini, are served up by con- 
ductor Fernando Previtali under the title 
Quattro Рені (London LL 1370). In the 
words of dhe liner, these substitute “а 
wash lor the etched clarity" of the 
id is big and thrill- 
mmended то those 
View of turning 


originals. "The 
ing, but it's not rec 
who may take a di 
1708 Century etchi 
favel posters, 


Hebrew (Hava 
(The Drummer and 
the Cook) ate mot enough to rescue 
Hany Belalontes latest platter, a 

шок foll tune junket of uneven 
ing for a dull Evening with Merry 

ишн 1402 
tunes themselves 


с several of the 
nervegtaning Cu Cu 


Ru Си Cu Paloma, an unmemorable 
Nagerla and Mary's Boy Child, coupled 

(but pretily performed) chest 
uty like Danny Шоу, Shenandoah and 
Whew the Saints. More in the Belafonte 
ailiwiek: the calypsoid Eden Was Just 
Like Thi. Despite Папу» volatile and 


stylishly intense presentations, the record 
is far, far beneath his earlier LP cllorts 


Gerry Mulligan is back, with one he 
calls Mainstream of Jene (EmArcy 36101). 
Despite his modern ideas, Gerry digs 
hand at the roots of jazz. which makes 
for a pleasantly paradoxical effect. like 
the Queen of the Art Students’ Ball 
decked out in a Victorian shawl. Trum- 
peter Jon Eardley kicks like the ghost 
ОГ Bix: Zoot Sims and Bobby Brook 
meyer wander in and out, casually but 
with aplomb, Most informal, and most 
fun. is Blue at the Roots, for which 
Geary sidles over to the piano and has 
himself а ball 


FILMS 


This Could Be the Night is as ribald a тесі 
of celluloid us has emerged пот Holly 
wood in several decades, In it, Jean 
Simmons portrays a prim Smith grado 
bolsters her salary tr 
school by taking after hours sec 
retrial job in a night spot. "The den's 
owners are played by Paul Douglas (it's 
he who hires Jean) and Anthony Franci 
оза, whose share in the ve 
maintaining an upstairs pad frequ 
by a long skein of curvy females. Fr 
os doesn't dig the new amanuensis at 
all; in fact he thinks her claims to chas 
tity are a lot of hokum. Douglas 
staunchly supports the las, however 
even risking a wager on her virginity. 
From which point even the dullest clod 
cn envisage the opportunities for 


ate wh m teaching 


peppy, farcical, situation comedy. Its 


all here, abetted by Julie Wilson as the 
ub thrush, a bouncy bundle named 
Хейе Adams as the stripper, and Joan 
Blondel м takes a 
while to ge ont end and 
ош at its conclusi 


rather spone 
but between them its good, frothy (un. 

Odatyuitled Boy en e берме tells of 
the discovery. recovery amd delivery to 
ins rightful owners of an ancient, sub. 


merged statue whose subject matter is 
a fellow om a fish, The goingson are 
pl 

above ai 


maraphed im amd mound Athens, 
4 below the Aegean Sea, and 
feature the brilliantly landscaped Soph 


Loren who, as а spus 


fully 40, of the footage. Alan Ladd, 
as an American archacologist, їх а Bn. 
upstanding (though barely able to reach 
Miss Loren’s shoulders) lad who even 
ly rotores the st 


lc and cops the gi 
endl. Jorge Mistral (an ill wind) 
Clifton Webb, playing a rich and selfish 
collector who tries to hebt the objet 
d'art, is equipped with wisecracks and 
a wardrobe of chillin 1 splendor. 
In fact, senicallv the whole shooti 

match is splendid, what with all the 


winedark sca. romantic ruins, majest 
mountains and sumptuous Sophia to 


gare upon. 


Sik Steckings, the Бішей sc 
the Broadway show, is the story of a bot 
shot American movie producer in Paris 
(Fred Astaire) trying to land the music 
of a top Soviet composer, also on busi 
mes in Paris. In the process the Yank 
produces a phony afidavit” indicating 
that the Russian is really French, and 
procceds to foil a trio of protective com- 
misas with the aid of capitalistic sex 

confused com 


and wines, To retrieve 
errand boys, Moscow 


poser and err 
dispatches Ninotchka (Cyd Charisse) — 


disciplined. determined, dependable 


Her unbending, of 


taire den 


of the ageless w 
and Mis Charisse, as usual, is stunning. 
In the Silk Stocks 
to 


* number, she trans 
id sick 
am elegant Parisienne: off come ber 
plain outerthings and drab underthings, 
on goes a silken ensemble of Паші. 
Later, Суй hits а scintilla 


ms herself Irom a Soviet 


Red Blues, a Russian type jazz 4 
which she whirls dervishly in a 
sweater and fying skirt. Peter L 
Jules Munshin and Joseph Bulolf are 
fine too as the comic book commisars, 
and Ја ng the Cole Por- 
ter lyric “agitating eyes, titillating thighs, 
Tubricating lips 

st surely be telling of her own endow 
ment. But if you're old en 
shave, you've seen Silk Stockings belore, 


nd undulating hips” 


FOUR OUTSTANDING 
BETHLEHEM RECORDS 


АП High Fidelity, all 12” LP's, 
These artists also perform 10° 
seher on Bethlehetn's гарній 
ent “Porgy and Bes” (ЕПК. 
ТЕЗ LPs оле dimensional 
package). 


із 
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Nothing 

makes 

a woman 
more 
feminine 


to a man 


LAIMANT 


ASADA 


though not under that name. ro wit the 
1939 Garbo Wick Ninotchka whi 

our money, һәй still more sparkle than 
either the Broadway show or this filmed 
version of it. 


for 


The blacks, suspects in a rifle theft, 
are lined up shoulder to shoulder. A 
white plauter moves down the line and 


applies the heated tip of a knife blade 
to the tong n contact. 


saliva simmer 


and steam rises up. The 
blacks do not whimper or budge. Their 

and the heat dacs not 
ent. But as the 


n approaches 
he bolts and tri 
that fear will 


he knows 
The hor 
Of this scene is typical of 


the ‘shed franknes and brutality 
which characterize Something of Vole 
(based on the samiename bestseller by 


Robert Ruark), a lm u Mau 
Mau reign ol terror with perception 
and courage 


Central theme is the 
{rupture ol a lifelong 
uch 


prejudice. mis 


white and a 


friendship between 
Because of tradition 


trust, violence and villainy on both 
sides, they realize their relationship can 
mot continue оп the basis of equality 
Each becomes а leader on opposing 

and mayhem runs rife until the те 
bellion is put down and the picture ends, 


side 


ot on a conclusive note but at least on 
е 


a hopeful onc. Unforu 
film boasts in blood and guts. и lack 
execution. Perhaps overcut, it jumps 


from scene to желе amd leaves the 
viewer wondering what gives. Except 
Poitier, who plays the well 
meaning Mrican boy d 
omqpiracy, the acting 
citement at all, As the native-born white 
planter and Роше on again off-again 
friend. Rock Hudson plays it cool in the 
hot jungle. 


Tor Sdn: 


Designing Women is a featherweight 
funny in which a chic dress designer 
(Lawen Bacall) and a sports colum. 
тім (Gregory Peck) find themselves in а 
complicated state ої connubial bliss 

wp the works are: (1) a miffed 
icketcer whom Greg has been 
inually attacking in his column and 
(2) а stacked sh 
sporty type. would like to get 


1 who, being the 


in the col Talents. as you might 
have gathered, mean a great deal in a 
‚cltaway bonbon like this, and pro- 


ducer Dore Schary (his last «Його for 


MGM) has herded in some good ones. 


жасай is witheringly sophisticated, while 
jowl 
work; Dolores Grav as the mercurial 
Bro: 
dance director Jack Cole comes up with a 
special type of plum — а chorcoz 
backalles brawl that's downright neat 


Peck docs some pleasant tongucin 


hay miss is a jov to behold: and 


aphed 


THEATRE 


Tennessee Williams is still doing the 
Handsome Stranger bit, much in Ше 
jode lampooned later on in this issue: 


the hero of his latest, Orpheus Descending 
(at the Martin Heck, 302 W. 45th), is a 
wistful vagabond who wanders into an 
unnamed southern town with а Везни 
guitar (hat has been 


of dreanis and 


autographed along the way by Bewie 
Smith, King Oliver and a dozen other 
Olympians of jazz Like 

Picnic and two oF three other plays, this 
particular Handsome Stranger. (played 
by Cliff Robertson) is а breath of clean 


f a community loug 
There is a pale girl of 
has become а tramp, 


since gone stale 
ood family wh 
па perpetual jukebox binge (Lois 

bousewite who finds 


Smith): an agin 


ber escape in selfinduced visions 
(Joanne Roos): and — of course — there 
is an earthy, frustrated Маап woman, 
ht out of The Rose Tattoo (Maureen 


Stapleton) who runs a dry goods store 


while her sickly husband is taking а fon 
time to die in an upstairs bedroom. 

For a while, the chaney love affair 
between the Italian woman and ihe 
Stranger is a pathetic, tender reaching 
between two lonely people, but Williams 
doesn't give it a chance, In the end 
the jealous husband totters down the 
stairs, shoots his wife and cries havoc in 
the streets ‘The precious guitar is 
mashed and the blue-jeaned Orpheus iy 
torn to pieces by the sheriffs ho 


pack. The actors give amazingly vivid 
performance under Harold Clurman's 
sensitive, evocative direction, Willi 

writing, aside from a few misguided 
patches of purple prose. is as sharply re 
Sealing amd compawionate as anything 
he has ever done, It is only when he 
whistles up violence for the climax that 
the play reveals itself ло be little more 


than a pasteup job in a familiar the 

ма] album, 
Holiday For Lovers (at the Lon 
W. 46th) is a pleasant little dom 
1 profit by a small ah 


comedy that con 
of illicit excitement, Instead, author 
Ronald Alexander has settled for à series 
ol the familiar crises that overtake à 
К 

Tour of Europe 


western family on its fint Grand 


in love with an artist 
love with m 


And papa falls in 


again. It is all 
as simple as that with Paris, Seville and 
Rome thrown in for lagniappe and a 
look at the foreigners, Carmen Mathews 
is charming as the mother, and Don 
Ameche is expert and likable as the 
proud tourist who learns to order coffee 
in three languages. 


ma all ove 
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THE PLY a сезлени 


if she looked upon the horror any longer 
she would scream for the rest of her life 


Tip phoNEs AND TELEPHONE BELLS have always made me uneasy. Years ago, when 
they were mostly wall fixtures, I disliked them, but nowadays. when they are planted 
in every nook and comer, they are a downright intrusion. We have a saying in 
France that a coalman is master in his own house; with the telephone that ік no 
longer true, and 1 suspect that even the Englishman is no longer king in his own castle. 
he office, the sudden ringing of the telephone annoys me. М means that, 


secretary, in spite of doors and walls. some unknown person is coming into the 
room and omo my desk to talk right into my very car, confidentially — and that 
whether 1 like it or not. is still more disagreeable, but the 
wont is when the telephone rings in the dead of night. И anyone could sec me turn 
on the light and get up blinking to answer it, 1 suppose Í would look like any other 
sleepy man annoyed at being disturbed, The truth in such a case, however. is that 
1 am struggling against panic. fighting down a feeling that a stranger has broken 
into the house and is in my bedroom. By the time 1 manage to grab the receiver 
and say: “Ici Monsieur Delambre. Je vous ссоше | am outwardly calm. but 
1 only get back w a more nomal state when I recognize the voice at the other 
end and when 1 know what is wanted of me. 

“This effort at dominating a purely animal reaction and fear had become so effec 
tive that when my sister in-Law called me at two in the morning. asking me to come 
‘over, but first ro warn the police that she had just killed my brother, 1 quietly asked 
her how and why she had Killed And 

"But. Francois! .. amt ex 
the police and come quickly.” 

“Maybe 1 had better see you first, Helene? 
“No, you'd better call the police fist; otherwise they will start aski 
ts ol awkward questions. They'll have enough trouble as i 
ди alone <. - And, by the way, 1 suppose you ought to tell them tha 
22. Andre's body. is down at the factory. They шау want to go there Бим. 

“Did you say that Andre is at the factory?” 

“Ves. under the stem hammer" 

"Under the what!” 

“The scam hammer! But don’t ask so many questions Please con 
Francois! Please understand that Pm afrai 
much longer 
Have you ever tried w explain to a sleepy police officer that 
в just phoned to ыу that she has killed your brother with а st 
repeated! my explanation, but he would not let me. 

“Ош, Monsieur. ош, 1 hear . . . but who are you? What is your name? Where 


їп all that over the telephone. Please call 


quickly 
stand it 


ir sister inlaw. 
in hammer? 1 


бо you live? I said, where do you live!” 
It was then that Commissaire Charas took over the line and the whole business, 
He at least зест to understand everything. Would Т wait lor him; Yes, he 


would pick me up and take me over to п 
or 10 minutes 
1 had just managed to pull on my trousers, wriggle into а sweater and grab a 
hat and coat, when a black Citroen, headlights blazing, pulled up at the door, 
assume yon have a night watchman at your factory, Monsieur Delambre. Has 
he called your" asked Commissaire Charas letting in the chutch as 1 sat down beside 


brother's houw. When? ln five 
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him and slammed the door of the car. 

“No, he hasn't. Though of course my 
brother could have entered the factory 
through his laboratory where he often 
works late at night . - all night some- 


"Lh Profesor Delambres work con- 
nected with your business?" 

"No, my brother is, or was, doing 
research work for the Ministere de l'Air, 
А» he wanted to be away (rom Paris and 
yet within reach of where skilled work- 
men could fix up or make gadgets big 
and small for his experiments, E offered 

m one of the old workshops of the 
factory and he came to live in the fint. 
house built by our grandfather on the 
top of the hill at the back of the 
factory.” 

"Yes, 1 sec, Did he talk about his 
work? What sort of research work?” 

“He rarely talked about it, you know: 
1 suppose the Air Ministry could tell 
you. 1 only know that be was about to 
‘Garry out а number of experiments he 
had been preparing for some months 

i vith the disintegration 


‘ol matter, he told me. 

Barely slowing down, the Commissaire 
swung the car off the rend, slid it through 
the open factory gate and pulled up 
sharp by a policeman apparently expect 
ing him. 

1 did not need to hear the police 
man's confirmation. I knew now that my 
brother was dead, it seemed that 1 had 
been told years ago. Shaking like a leaf. 
1 scrambled out after the Commissaire. 

Another policeman stepped out of a 
doorway and led us towards one of the 
shops where all the lights had been 
turned on. More policemen were stand 
ing by the hammer, watching two men 
setting up a camera. lt was tilted down- 
wards, and I made an effort to look. 

Te was far less horrid than I had 
expected. Though 1 had never жеп my 
brother drunk, he looked just as if he 
were sleeping off a terrific binge, fat on 
his мотае across the narrow line ор 
which the white hot slabs of metal were 
rolled up to the hammer. 1 sw at a 
lance that his head and arm could only 
be а fattened mess, hut that seemed 
quite impossible; it looked as if he had 
somehow pushed his head and arm right 
into Ше metallic mass of the hammer. 
ing talked to his colleagues, the 
Commissaire turned towards me: 

"How can we raise the hammer, Mon- 
Чеш Delambrez” 

"TII гаре it for you" 

"Would you like us to get one of 
your men over?” 

“No, PH be all right Look. here 
is the switchboard. Ir was originally a 
steam hammer, but everything is worked 
electrically here now. Look Commissaire. 
the hammer has been set at 50 tons and 
its impact at zero” 


“Ас... P 

"Yes, level with the ground if you 
prefer. It is also set for single strokes, 
which means that it has to be raised 
after each blow. 1 don’t know what 
Helene, my sisterin-law, will have to say 
about all this but one thing 1 am sure 
of: she certainly did not know how to 
set and operate the hammer.” 

"perhaps it was set that way last night 
when work sto 

“Certainly пос The drop is 
at era, Monsieur le Commisaire. 

“I see. Can it be raised gently?" 

"No. The speed of the upstroke cannot 
be regulated. But in any case it is not 
very fast when the hammer is set for 

strokes.” 
“Right. Will you show me what to do? 
Ik won't be very пісе to watch, you 
Know.” 
"No, по. Monsieur le Commissaire. 
be all right" 
“АШ set?" asked the Commissaire of 
the others. “All right then, Monsieur 
Delambre. Whenever you Tike.” 

Watching my brother’s back, 1 slowly 
but firmly pushed the upstroke button. 

"The unusual silence of the factory was 
broken by the sigh of compresed 
rushing into the cylinders, a sigh that 
always makes me think of а giant taking 
а deep breath before solemnly socking 
another giant, and the steel mass of 
the hammer shuddered and then rose 
swiftly. 1 also heard the sucking sound 
as it left the metal base and thought 
T was going to panic when I saw Andres 
body heave forward as a sickly gush of 
blood poured all over the ghastly mess 
bared by the hammer. 

“No danger of it coming down again, 
Monsieur Delambre?” 

“No, none whatever.” 1 mumbled as T 
threw ‘the safety switch and. turning 
around. 1 was violently sick in front of 
a young green faced policeman. 


ver set 


For weeks after, Commissiire Charas 
worked on the cuc, listening, question. 

t. running all over the place. making 
out reports. telegraphing and telephon 
қ right and left. Later, we became 
‘quite friendly and he owned that he had 
[or a long time considered me as suspect 
number one, but had finally given up 
that idea because, not only was there no 
ис of any sort, but not even a motive. 

Helene, my sisterin law, was зо calm 
throughout dhe whole business that the 
doctors finally confirmed what T had 
long considered the only possible solu 
tion: that she was mad. That being the 
case, there was of course no trial. 

My brother's wife never tried to de- 
fend herself in any way and even got 
quite annoyed when she realized that 
people thought her mad. and this of 
Course was considered proof that she 
was indeed mad. She owned up to 


the murder of her husband and proved. 
easily that she knew how to handle 
the hammer; but she would never say 
why, exactly how, or under what cir 
cumstances she had killed my brother, 
The great mystery was how and why 
had my brother ко obligingly stuck his. 
head under the hammer, the only pos 
sible explanation for his part in the 
drama, 

"The night watchman had beard the 
hammer all right: he had even heard it 
twice, he claimed. This was very strange, 
and the stroke-counter which was always 
set back to nought after a job, seemed 
to prove him right, since it marked the 
figure two. Also, the foreman in charge 
ol the hammer confirmed that after 
cleaning up the day before the murder, 
be had as usual turned the stroke 
counter back to nought. In spite of this, 
Helene maintained that she had only 
used the hammer once, and this seemed 


Commissaire Charas who had been put 
in charge of the case at first wondered 
if the victim were really my brother. 
But of that there was no possible doubt, 
if only because of the great scar run 


fect of him during the retreat in 1940; 
and there were also the fingerprints of 
his left hand which corresponded to 
those found all over his laboratory and 
his personal belongings up at the house. 

A guard had been put on his labora: 
tory and the next day halfadoren of 
ficials come down from the Air Ministry, 
"They went through all his papers and 
took away some of his instruments, but 
before leaving, they told the Commissaire 
that the most interesting documents and 
Instruments had been destroyed. 

‘The Lyons police laboratory, one of 
the most famous in the world, reported 
that Andre's head had been wrapped up 

a piece of velvet when it was crushed 
by the hammer. and one day Commissaire 
Charss showed me a tattered drapery 
which 1 immediately recognized as the 
brown velvet cloth 1 had seen on a table 
in my brothers laboratory, the one on 
which his meals were served when he 
could not leave his work. 

After only a very few days in prison, 
Helene had been transferred to a nearby 
asylum, one of the three in France where 
insane criminals are taken care ol. My 
nephew Henri, a boy of six, the very 
image of his father, was entrusted to me, 
and eventually all legal arranger 
were made for me to become his guardian 
and tutor. 

Helene, one of the quietest patiem 
of tbe asylum, was allowed visitors and 
1 went to sce her on Sundays. Once or 
twice the Commissaire had accompanied 
me and, later, 1 learned that he had 

(continued on poge 22) 
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Bet call about: We reler, of comme, to 
rock poll which, daring he paw сн 


fof фашийз» devotees stretching from 
Bangkok to Bushyhead, Oklahoma, and. 
im. It has also picked up an 
equal number of furrow-browed, finger: 
critics who howl in d 
tion of it in poli y- 
osmos of n Alley 
by absolute storm. During recent weeks, 
as many as six to eight of the top dozen 
tunes on every poll in the land were 
tidbits that had been popularized, and 
in most cases, composed, by rock че roll 
artists: Presleys Too Much and АШ 
Shook Up: Fats Domino's Blueberry Hill 
amd Blue Monday; Ivory Joc Hunters 
Since I Met You, Baty, among others 
Rock ‘n’ roll has caused outand-out 
hacchanals in Western Germany, bot 
in Newport, seatslashing on. 
Brooklyn subways and general pande 


st phenomenon in the field 
said one angry Dlucnose, “is 
vidence-if evidence were needed 
appeals to the bases 
primal instinets іп man, rendering him 
Tittle better than the beasts of the. 
jungle" Well, everyone в ented to 
men and beasts— but 
there are some cool cats among us wi 
will object, and mightily. to rock 
roll being called jazz On the other 
hand, if rock "аг roll isn't а new school 
of jamm, what is it? 


of ва" 
ample 
E 


taught at many universities: it 
wich friends for America in (or. 
ign lands. In the three generations 
since its beginning, juz has passed 
through nc forms, und 
Variations of most of them are will be 
played today. In fact, exponents of mest 
© the several recognized schools of jazz 
placed high in rtAvuov's first ALLSTAK 
JM том. New Orleans’ Louis Anm 
strong won бм place in the trumpet 
section with a style that goes straight 


back to the begiuning of jazz, but second 
place trurapet went to cool schooler Chet 
Baker, and third place to Dizzy Gillespie, 

а closely identified with bop. Swing 
King Benny Goodman proved to be the 


md, 
as the masan 
They abo cast 
entleman named 
third place 
amongst guitarists, ahead of such recog- 


is a rock ‘a’ roller, So apparently rock 
‘a’ roll has some standing with а sizable 
the readers of млувоу 
з ау that rock ‘n’ roll is not 
legitimate jar — fact, even 
music! But some 
made si у 
pie and Charlie Parker and their 
‘experiments with bop, likening this im. 
portant music w the sounds а waiter 
makes when dropping а tray of dishes. 
Perhaps, like bop, rock "n roll is simply 
a new phase of the changing jazz form to 
(continued on page 75) 


is this frantic phenomenon a new school of jazz? 


ROCK ’n’ ROLL 


JAZZ ву LEONARD FEATHER 
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WINTERS, THE WINNER с shy, shapely lisa tops the popular playmate poll 


IN Last JANUARY Playmate Review, we 
asked readers to choose their favorite 
beauty of the year just past. The toe 
rent of letters and telegrams that poured 
in left no doubt about who copped the 
title of most popular Playmate of 1956: 
Lisa Winters. hands down. 

"The unusual twist about it all was 
that the lovely Lisa had never done a 
day of professional modeling in her life, 
was im reality a quiet, wellacrublcd, 


stay-at-home when photographer Bunny 
Yeager first spotted her waiting for a 
bus ов a downtown Miami street corner. 
When Lisa appeared as stavsov's De 
cember Playmate, things began popping. 
Movie Moguls at Warner Brothers, Para 

want, Twentieth Century-Fox and 
Universal Anternational. proffered long. 
term contracts (none of which she has yet 
accepted); there were countless modeling, 
and television offers, wo; and she is 


being talked about a» a posible lead 
in the upcoming cinema biography, The 
Jean Hisl Story. AN of these acco 
fades have left a shy, bookdoving blonde 
somewhat dazed, but exceedingly happy. 
To make mavnoy readers Ва 

Bunny Yeager (who is now 
sonal manager) invited a Вікі 
Lisa for a day at the beach and snapped 
these fetching photos of your Playmate 
of the Year. 


pictorial 
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FLY 


alio visited Helene alone. But we were 
never able to obtain any information 
from my siterin-law who seemed to have 
become utterly indifierent. She rarely 
answered my questions and hardly ever 
those of the Commisaire. She spent a 
lot of her time sewing. but her favorite 
pastime seemed to be catching ties 
which she invariably released unharmed 
after having examined them carefully. 
Helene only had one fit of raving — 
more like a nervous breakdown than a 
fi said the doctor who had administered 
morphia to quieten her е day she 
saw а nurse swatting Mies. 
"The day after Helene's one and only 
fit, Commissaire Charas came to sce me. 
have a strange feeling that there 
lies the key to the whole business, Мо 
sieur Delambre.” he wi. 
T did not ask him how it was that he 


(continued from page 18) 


already knew all about Helene’s fi. 
^T do wot follow you, Commisaire 


shown an exceptional interest for any 
thing else, really. Don't you think that 
fics just happen to be the border 
subject of her tendency по raving?” 

"Do you believe she is really mad: 
he asked. 

“Му dear Commissaire. T don't sec 
how there can be ату doubt. Do vou 
doubt it 

“I don't know. In spite of all the 
doctors say, Í have the impression that 
Madame Delambre has very clear brain 
‘even when catching Nies“ 

‘Supposing you were right, how would. 
you explain her attitude with regard to 
her little boy? She never seems to con. 


know, Мон 
мун about that also. She may 
be trying to protect him. Perhaps she 
fears the boy or, for all we know, hates 
Ша 


Ym afraid 1 don't understand, my 
dear Commissáre. 

“Have you noticed, for instance, that 
she never catches fies when the boy is 
there?" 

"No. But come to think of it. you are 
quite right. Yes, that is strange» 
Still, 1 fail to understand.” 
do 1. Monsieur Delambre. And 
shall never 


an very much afraid that 

understand, unless реті, 

inlaw should get better 
The doctors seem to think tl 

hope of any sort you know. 

(е. Do you know if your brother 

ever experimented with fie?” 

*] really don't know, but T should 
think so. Have you asked the Air Minis 
try people? ‘They knew all about the 
work." 

"Yes, and they laughed at me." 

“1 can understand that” 


“You are very fortunate to understand 
anything. Monsieur Delambre. 1 do not 
+ but hope to some day.“ 

“Tell me, Uncle, do flies live a long 
time?” 

We were just finishing our lunch and, 
following an established tradition be- 
көсеп us, I was just pouring some wine 
imo Henris glass for him ло dip a 
biscuit in. 

Had Henri not been staring at his 
glass gradually being filled to the brim, 
something in my look might have fright 
ened hin. 

"This was the frst time that he had 
ever mentioned Mies, and Y shuddered 
at the thought that Commissaire Charas 
might quite easily hase been present, 1 
‘could imagine the glint in his eye as he 
would have answered my nephew's ques 
tion with another question. I could al 
most hear him saying: 

“1 don't know, Henri. Why do jou 
за 

“Because 1 have арай 
that Maman was looki 

And it was only afte 
неміз ows glass of wi 
ined that he had answered my spoken 
thought 

“1 did not know that your mother was 
looking for a fy” 

“Yes. she was. It has grown quite a 
fot, but E recognized it all right.” 

"Where did you see this fiy. Henri, 
and... how did you recognize it?” 

“This morning on your desk, Unde 
Francois. Tis head is whit instead of 
black, and it has a funny sort of leg” 

Feeling more and more like Gom- 
missaire Charas, but trying по look un 
concerned, F went 

“And when did you see this fly for 
the fist time 

“те day that Papa went away, 1 had 
caught it, but Maman made me let it go. 
And then after. she wanted me to find 
it again. She'd changed her mind.” and 
shrugging his shoulders just as my brother 
шей to, he added, "You know what 
women аге” 


"I think that Пу mist have died long 
ago, and you must be mistaken, Henri” 
I sid, geuing up and walking to (he 


room. 1 ran up the stairs to my study 
"There was no йу anywhere to be seen, 

I was bothered. far more than I cared 
to even think about Henri had just 
proved that Charas was really closer 10 
а clue than had seemed when he told me 
about his thoughts concerning Helene's 
pastime. 

For the first time T wondered if Charas 
did not really know much more than he 
let on. For the first time also, I wondered 


about Helene, Was she really insme? A 
strange, horrid feeling was growing on 
me, and the more T thought about it. the 
mote 1 felt that, somchow, Charas was 
right: Helene was getting away with it! 

‘What could possibly have been the 
reason for such a monstrous crime? What 
had led up to it? Just what had hap- 
pened? 

T thought of all the hundreds of ques 
tions that Charas had put to Helene, 
sometimes gently like а mune trying to 
sooth, sometimes stern and cold, some: 
times barking ther furiously. На 
had answered very few, always in a с 
‘quiet voice and never seeming to pay any 
attention to the way in which the que 
tion had been put. Though dazed, she 
Tad scemed perfectly sane then, 

Refined, well-bred and well 
төз was more than just an intel 
police oficial. He was a keen psychologist 
and had an amazing way of smelling out 
а fb or an erroneous statement even 
before it was uttered 1 knew that he 
had accepted as truc the few answers she 
had given him. But then there had be 
all those questions which she had never 
Answered: the most direct and importam 
ones From the very beginning. Helene 
‘had adopted a very simple system. “I 
cannot answer that question.” she would 
say in her low quiet voice. And that was 
that! The repetition of the same ques 
tion never seemed to annoy her, In all 
the hours of questioning that she under 
went. Helene did not once point out to 
the Commissaire that he had already 
asked her this or that, She would 
say, 71 cannot answer that ques 
though it was the very first time th 
that particular question had been asked. 
and the very first time she had made 
that answer- 

This cliché had become the formid. 
able barrier beyond which Commissaire 
Claras could not even get a glimpse. an. 
idea of what Helene might be thin 
She had very willingly answered all 
tions about her life with my brother — 
which seemed a happy and uneventful 
one — up to the time of his end. About 
his death, however, all that she would 
say was that she had killed him with 
the steam-hammer, but she refused to му 
why, what had led up to the drama and 
how she got my brother to put his head 
under it. She never actually refused out 
right; she would just go blank and, with 
ne apparent emotion. would switch over 
to, “1 cannot answer that question. 

Helene, as 1 have said, had shown the 
Commissaire that she knew how to set 
and operate the steam hammer. 

Charas could only find one single fact 
which did not coincide with Helene’s 
declarations, the fact that the hammer 
had been used twice. Charas was no 
longer willing 10 atribute this to in- 

(continued on page 36) 


article 
BY HARRISON CASE 


CONTOUR CONTACT 
the gentle art of laying hands on lasses all about you 


ient to the interplay of ог covertly, at any scason of the year, 
the sexes, relaxing amusement and by anyone who has a grasp of its 
which not only spreads good will but is rules and procedures. Some 
serial also hygienic and economical. However, will be seen, are natural C.C. types; these 
d 


ик peo 
the boule. "There is, 
amd sadly undervalued 


5 ing. so en 
the contours of the female anatomy. close tegether. 
beyond, е circurastan id I. oi 
charging pentay ‚other hand, untutored in CC., may well 
benign, gentle, f un- rate mal nt to more be led against fellow men, and 
doubted (if peripheral) social value. Tt involved and energetic activity. It may while this is СС. under the dictionary 
is the gentle art of contour contact, а Бе enjoyed in public or private, overtly definition, it is spelled cc, not CC. 23 
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and does not count. J 
Fentriss and the elevator girl in his 
‘office building don’t exchange many 


words, but he manages to accord various 
рап» of her anatomy the fluttering at 
tention of his hands as he rides to his 
floor. Sometimes a beauteous secretary 


for both, managing 10 get between thc 
elevator girl and the secretary, and then 
he is a very busy С.С. man indeed. 

Around the office, Fentris is on good 
C. ems with all (he besclooking 
girls. He massages the shoulders of 
‘one, puts his arm around the waist of 
another as they walk down the Вай, 
bends over the desk of a third to consult 
a paper thereon and manages to have his 
апа around her shoulders, ete 

At office parties, Fentriw really gets 
rund with his СС. work, but we will 


skip them, since they aren't daily oc 
Wut at lunch there's the res 


ошенсе. 


share. and then the waitress, Fentriss 
above all, impartial, provided the 
ladies are adequately pulchritudinous. 
ене 
seems to be some reason for Fentris to 
be in the filing room when the best 
looking file desk is bent over a lower 
drawer. He drapes himself gracefully 
over the file cabinct and peers down at 
her flushed face and etc., while offering 
solicitude for the difficulty of her work. 
“Then, with a меагу sigh. he reluctantly 
goes back to his duty, іе, he must 
Crowd past her to get at another fle. 
is he docs apologerially, with C.C. 
occurring еп route and round uri 

Some girl gets a kis from Femriss 
every day, There's the one who's just 
engaged. "The one leaving an vacation. 
“The birthday girl. The girl just back 
from vacation. The former employee 
visiting old friends. The girl who's leav 
ing го be married. ‘They all get bussed 
by Bill. 

‚Alter work, ifs the same. АШ Mrs 
Fentriw women friend» who paw muster 
оп looks are greeted 
come to visit with th 
when the Fentisses go vis 
also the chap who chi 
home the odd female from every gath 
ering-it she qualifies. Hi chivalry 
doesn't мор there, either. He's a gre 

for helping girls on and off with 
their coats, and he practically ts them 
into and out of taxis. Не в the soul 
‘ol consideration in other circumstances. 
100; ¡Can automobile or car is crowded 
he always seems to be in a position to 
‘olfer his lap to the prettiest girl 

"To tell the complete story of Bill Fen 
тім and his СС. activity would ох 
these pages, but some surrounding data 
is needed for even a partial study. This 
is provided by other guys who have ob- 
served his skill and tried to do likewise. 


ing. Ri 
alrously takes 


On investigation, they all turn out to be 
эз physically attractive as Bill, or more 
so, and as pleasant in speech, deport- 
ment, dress, manner. Yet, when it comes 
to CC. they are failures every one. 
“Testimony to the fact is apparent in 
their recollections of псіні, ranging 
from gentle reprimand, through harsh 
rebuke, to shameprovoking ridicule, 
and on to physical punishment (a slap, 
even а black eye). What has Bill got 
that they haven't? Before we examine 
this fascinating question, it behooves us 
10 go into greater detail concerning C.C. 

Ernie Bushmille, the cartoonist, once 
did a drawing of an artist, before whom 
a beautiful mude model was posing, who. 
ignored her to gaze hungrily out of the 
window at the ankle of a fullyclothed 
girl passing by. The phenomenon, in 
one form or other, is common, and has 
а lot to do with С.С. For Ше fact is 
‘that the way girls these days dress, walk, 
sit, stand. talk, do their hai 
makeup. use perfume, 
work—what will you-is calculated to be 
stimulating to the human male. Con 
«ciously or not, they are emulating those 
toren poles of sex (to usc the Ben Hecht 
phrase), the movie stars. They are fol 
lowing the adjurations of advertisers 
who have them convinced that they must 
Five the appearance and total impression 
of being the ultimate in desirability. 

And it works. Girls have never looked 
better in their clothes. Their southern 
exposures (when they're northbound) in 
vite the hand of the esthetically sus 
ceptible male. Some poets night liken 
‘one girls curves from this viewpoint to 
a luscious pear, another's to an apple. 
another's to identical scoops of ice ream, 
nested side by side. These edible analo- 
gies don't do the subjects justice, how 
ever, for this is not static fruit. it 

uman anatomy in delicious motion. 
vom the northern aspect, опе can ob 
serve what George A. McNamara de 
scribes as the phenomenon of jiggling, 
whereby certain portions of the female 
anatomy, in striving to keep pace with 
the whole, over compensate in thei 


too far to the left, all connibuting to 

‘complex and rhythmic movement 
ing to observe. Mod 

ст garb has added a syncopated acce 

to the 

miraculous, 

AN of which points to the fact that, 
added to the natural form divine, there 
is nove the stimulus of what we will call 
Modern Methods of Male Magnetiza- 
tion, or M to the (our 
is but powerful! Je doesn't take much 
knowledge of human nature. mathe 
matics, or chemistry to understand that, 
today. more than ever, М4 X CC. = À 
Happier World. Add to this Bush- 
miller's Principle, that a girl in a bath- 


ing suit can be more stimulating to the 
male imagination than one nude, and 
that one seductively dressed is often 
more stimulating than one in a bathing 
suit, and what have you ко? 

You've gor Bill Fentriss-and you have 
the other guys who don't enjoy his good 
fortune. And now, we're ready to learn 
why. Three factors are responsible: At- 
titude, Approach, Technique, 

Bill's atitude is one of frank 
sensuous admiration, He is 
and a sensualist, not a 
fiend. He loves to handle beautiful 
things, which, by their appeal to his 
senses, жет to be ashing him to. If 
he's in a movie 
beside her un a 

(s the most natural thing for him to 
take her hand, or press his thigh to hers. 
This ñ not а surreptitious pawing or a 
panting groping. Teis a frank invitation 
to heighten the pleasures of the moment 
by adding the joys of C C. в 
seldom rejected. Bill may or may not be 
directly sexually stimulated by СС. but 
this is a side issue. One might even 
hazard that, in such cases, Bill has the 
коой raste and the good sense to stop. 
His attitude toward Tike 


an eshet 


tact is exciting, but its focus 
is not necesarily-and certainly seldom 
exclusively-diteetly sexual One may 
suspect that other men’s failures in as 
‘ying Bill's high score at random С.С. 
stem. at least in part from a sexy, 


the girls. What girl doesn't like tangible 
evidence of her charms? What girl can 
reist а demonstration ol her appeal? 
What demonstration could be more sat- 
Му convincing than to have the 

irer reach our to touch and feel and 
E E 
CC as administered by а master like 
Bill, bow can she resist a repeat per 
formance? These all being rhetorical 
questions, we can go on to the final 


ique of C.C, is hard to learn 
Come by it naturally, but 
some pointers may help she amateur or 
beginner 

Dill isa great arm man, А well-fished, 
wellrounded arm is hard for him 16 
resist. When he sees one, he wants to 
hold it, stroke it, squeeze it not too hard 
but firmly. Same with a lot of gu 
But Bills technique js to comment on it 
in flattering terms. “Laura,” he will say, 
“you have the most beautiful arms Pye 
Cver seen. They're downright gorgeous 
and it ist fair ло wear short sleeves.” 
By this time he has the arm in his hands 
and is adıninistering gentle GG, Laura 
like it. 

‘One unhappy man once saw Bill, right 

(concluded on page 78) 
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BY Т. K. BROWN Ш 


ош AND. Jor went to Mi 
for their winter vacation, an 
loved it. They stayed at the Mecca Mo 
tel. Gloria wrote all about it to her 
ew York: 


‘Well here we are in Miami Beach and 
Ë it scrumptioust We're at the Mecca 
Motel and I think it is stinking the way 
they call this part of the Beach “Motel 
Mile" because that makes it sound so 
cheap and commercial which it really 
isn’t at all, This motel is a darling place, 
right on the ocean, which you don’t 
need really because they have this huge 
swimming pool and a simply divine boy 
to rescue your life. This Месса Motel is 
very tastefully put together and not 
cheap at all— 525 a dayl—and they 
Keep the Arab idea running through it, 
like they have all the help dressed up 
ie Arabs in fancy robes and those gis. 
mos on their heads Hower pots with 
‘tassels —and two minarets out front, all 
glas. playing Sheik of Araby for you 
when you drive in. In the front yard 
they have a caravan of camels and es 
triches and 1 took a simply hilarious 
ue of Joe sitting on an ostrich — 

Wait til you see itll 
АП can say is Um ser for a real 
high time here at Miami Beach and 1 
intend to have it! ‘The weather is gor 
eous— February and so hot 1 feel silly 
‘wearing my mink overtop of a sun suit 
Our room is on the side, too bad be 
Cause all we can see is the wall of the 


next motel, but — 
In a word, Gloria and Joe were hav. 
ing a great time at Miami Beach, ai 
they liked it not only because it was so 
refined but also because you meet such 
wonderful people there. On ıl 
first evening the motel was put 
what it called a “wiener roast a 


women меге lying in Ше deck chairs in 
their mink coats fanning themselves, 
and the men were bringing diem hot 
dogs and Martinis 

“Here you arc, darling.” somebody 
w her а drink: 
then, “Oh, excuse it please, from 
id you look just like my wife." 
Gloria took a swift inventory of this 
fellow and flashed her best smile at 
him. "How do L look from tbe front?” 
she asked, accidentally letting one bosom 
pop out from under the coat. 

“You look great!” Бе asserted, begin- 
ning to feel the magic of tropical palis. 
and four Martinis 

Just then Joe came up. 

“this gentleman is 


bel 


ssid. "E took her for my wife” 
"So did J,” Joe said. “Until death do 


OF course, this got a big laugh. during 
which Gloria yakked herself out of the 

and introductions wen 
young man was named 
He fetched his wile from a 


Charlie 


east, west, home’s best 


The Double Cross-up 


nearby chair: Sheila. Jt wasn't hard to 
sce what had caused the confusion. The 
two girls were almost identical; same 
blonde hair (doctored), same neo-Ed 
wardian hairdo from My Fair Lady, 

ape (excellent), 
same mink coats, For that matter, the 
men were drawn on the same bat tao: 

usta 


"The women got that cold, deadly 
look in their eyes as they sized up each 
other's coats. 

“That's an adorable mink you have, 
Gloria." Sheila said 
Why, thank you,” said Gloria, “And 
that’s a beautiful garment you're 
ing — a semiletout anurene, isn't it 

“Why, yes Sheila answered, surprised. 
"Hon did you know, when yours isa let 
‘out homozygous pastel?” 

“Say, you sure know your mi 
Gloria said. 

“T ought to.” Sheila answered, “Were 
in the industry.” 

So are we!” Gloria squealed. "Match. 
les Furs, Twenty-ninth Street, fourth 
floor.” 

“Charlie!” Sheila hollered 
and Joc are Matchless!” 

This was the cementing bond: they 
were all in the fur business. Charlie 
sid, “Matchless? Here, Г got a 
and Joe delivered himself of a profound 
reflection on the size of the world. They 
sat down, forgot all about their hot 
dogs, and talked prices, blending, styles, 


“Gloria 
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competition and how tough it was to 
make a living. 

At any rate, by the end of this splash 
party Gloria, Joe, Sheila and Charlie 
Were the very closest of friends. Gloria 
pushed Charlie into the pool, and Sheila 
punished her by kissing Joe, and Gloria 
punished her back by bending woy over 
lo help Charlie out of the water. It was 
а real grownup, sophisticated. party. 

“The next day they met for lunch, and 
afterwards they rode out to the Hialeah 
track in Charlie's rented convertible, 
adroitly exchanging partners, so that 
Gloria was holding hands with Charlie 

and Sheila was muje 
led up to Joe in the back. They won 
some, and lost some, and by the end of 
the afternoon they were only out about 
$100 apiece. They laughed over this all 
through dinner in а Chinese resturant, 
and talked а lot more about the for 
business, Then they went back to the 
Mecca Motel and took a table in the 
Begira Room, which is done up like a 
huge Arab tent, with potted palms and 
а bar and a six piece combo dressed like 
Arabs but playing rhumbas, tangos, 
manıbos and sambas. 

Joe danced with Sheila, and Charlie 
with Gloria, and alter a while they 
weren't dancing check-tocheck, they 
were dancing everythingtocverything- 
Tt was a couple of hours before the girls 
excused themselves amd withdrew to 
powder their noses, 

They did their business, of course. 
chattering like magpies and then sat 
down at the make-up tables and started 
fon the job of repairing their masks. It 
was Gloria who introduced the fatal 


“Sheila,” she said, while she worked 
оп her nose, "you are just about the 
luckiest girl alive.” 

“Who, me?" Sheila said. "How come?" 

“Why, that utterly celestial Charlie of 
yours.” Gloria said. "He's the most, ОГ 
course, I don't know the half of it, и 
you get what Í mean, but I think he's 
the excitingest man Гус ever met.” She 
put on a smirk that made her зат over 
again on the lipstick. “ICs a good 
we're such pal, darling. or Pd really 
have а yen lor your bo) 

“Double in spades," Sheila said 
“Gloria, you are taking words right out 
of my mouth. That Joe of yours is ма far 
‘out of this world he had me dancing on 

jir, about a oot off the floor. What a 
сатови" 

^D guess were both prety lucky," 
Gloria sid, putting on an eyebrow, "But 
you're luckier’ 

“Are you crazy?” Sheila asked. “You're 
luckier.” 

“OF course," Gloria said, very casual. 
ly. “there would be one sure way of 
finding out who is really luckier.” 

“Tm sure T can’t imagine what you 


mean," Sheila said, all innocence. 

"Well, 1 just thought, our rooms are 
only four doors apart. and it’s awfully 
dark along that side, and a girl with а 
few drinks under her girdle could get 
all mixed up and pile into the wrong 
bed. And if one girl could, so could 
two." 

"But Gloria!” Sheila objected. “That 
would be highly immoral, and anyway 
they would find us out. And 1 know 
that my Charlie would never coment to 
sleep with another woman. not even 
with his best friend's wife.” 

“How are they going to find us out 
Gloria asked. “Were about the same 
build and we could pull the sheet way 
up, so all they can see is the top of our 
heads. И you have to talk, whisper — all 
whispers sound the same. And Joc goes 
right to sleep afterwards — how about 
Charlier” 

“Ош like a light,” Sheila reported. 

“So you see?” Gloria suid. “Nothing 
could go wrong. and later we could tell 
cach other who was luckier. 

“It sounds like fun." Sheila admitted, 
“but I don't sce how we could work 

“Easy,” Gloria said. “The boys are 
getting steamed up and abo plastered, 
All we have to до is to find some excuse 
to leave the bar a few minutes before 
they do. But we got to coordinate. Do 
you sleep raw?" 

"Well, no,” Sheila sd. “That is, not 
unless" 

“Neither do L" Gloria interrupted. 
“So that makes it perfect. When they 
find us ow nature, as they say in French, 
good old mature is bound to take its 

“I guess so,” said Sheila, all excited 
now. "Then the boys go rockabye and 
we sneak back to where we belong.” 

“Exactly!” Gloria exchaimed. "Now 
ers put on each other's perfume, and 
while we're doing it, tell me, when 
you and Charlie — well, you know — arc. 
there any little gimmicks —1 mean, so 
they don’t catch on — 

“Well, yes” Sheila said, giggling, as 
they exchanged. bottles, “there's one 

Charlie loves me to do just 

But, in deference to the U.S. Post 
Office; the remainder of this conven: 
Чоп must remain unreported. 

Pretty soon the girls returned to the 
Hegira Room. They danced a few more 
Moslem mambas: and then, just after 
the men had ordered a couple of double 
Cuba Libres, Gloria made with a big 
yawn and said: 

“1 don't know about you, Sheila, but 
Lon for the sick” 

“Ме too.” Sheila said. “Tm bushed 

“Aw, cmon.” Charlie said. "The 
party's just beginning” 

“Just beginning!” Sheila exclaimed. 
“We been on our feet since 10 at. this 


and now it's midnight" 
"But we just got these drinks” Joc 
objected 
“Don't worry about it." Gloria said. 
“We сап find our way home, You drink 
your drinks and come along when you're 
ready, And don't put on the light, in 
case Tm asleep.” 
“You neither,” Sheila sid to Charlie 
So the girls traipsed out, twitching 
their butts so as to direct the minds of 
their husbands into the proper channels 
"Thats funny.” Joe said "Usually 1 
have to drag her Бов 
Charlie sai 
a final glimpse of Sheila's oscila 
а thought occurred to hi 
" he said, "1 believe maybe our 
wives are expecting a little attention 
tonight, you know what 1 mean?" 
"Uh oh." mid Joe. 
"What do you mean 
asked in amusement 


"ulcolr?" Charlie 
With that dish of 


t half crocked 
1 wouldn't tell you this” Joe said. “But 
that dish is made up entirely of cold 

“T can't believe it!” Charlie exclaimed, 
thinking of a few tender incidents at 
the races 

“Ts a Вал Joe declared. “Dead 
Unresponsive. No oomph, Gefüllte fish 
without the horseradish 

“Joe,” Charlie said gravely, “in that 
‘ast you got my sympathy, You are talk- 
ing to а man who knows all about it. 

“What?” Joe cried, “You too? Sheila? 
But man, that girls a fireball!” He too 
was recalling а few inflammatory mo 
ments. 

“Tm telling you" Charlie said. "All 
day, а fireball; in bed, a meatball. You 
wouldn't believe ic" 

“Мо, 1 wouldn't." Joc said. “But 1 
know one thing, Whatever problem you 
got, got it моге” 

“Оп this you could low money,” 
Charlie said. “Any amount you would 
like to pot up." 

“This would be a great Det” Joe 
ssid, “И there were any way of proving 
icone way or the other.” 

And then Charlie looked at Joe, and 
Joe looked at Charlie, and each of them 
knew that the other was thinking just 
what he was thinking. 

“After all, we're both men of the 
world,” Joe ventured, 

“No, it wouldn't work," Charlie said. 

“Why not?" Joe asked. "The girls are 
in there waiting —all we pot to do is 
play it right. 

hat's just it Charlie said. "Sheila 
would never let some other guy into bed 
with her. You walk in and she starts 
screaming.” 


if she thinks it's you," Joc 
id, beginning to get worked up over 
(concluded on page 62) 


morning menus for two 


THE BREAKING OF THE FA 


A ыкта. breakfast p Tw 
ning, we urge 


food Wy Thomas Mario 
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fore has been а spiritous as well as a spi 
rited one, we recommend tomato juice 
liberally enlivened with Worcestershire 
sauce and a dash of Tabasco or that Deep. 
it, Louisiana Hot Sud 
‘ase, on a fine, bright June day 
you'll be a better breakfast companion 
АШ neatened up and in fresh PJs and 
wisp robe) 

Then, you need a woman. Not just 
any woman. She must be that pleasure 
loving sort of pagan who wakes up hun. 
кту. And she must understand that the 
өте thing you do not do in bed is cat 

Hs not only alfected — it's 


Hypercriticim i» the third pre 
requisite in learning the art of breakfast. 
cookery. You've simply got to be а con- 

autocrat, determined that when 
you ait down at the morning table the 
cream will be sweeter, the eggs fresher 
and the coffee coffecer than they've ever 
been befor 

Take, for instance, the problem of 
getting a glass of cold, freshly-squeezed 
orange ji оо often it's not а glass 
ful, its a thimbleful Its pot cold, its. 
as tepid as the glass of beer left on the 
terrace table from last nights party. Its 
not fresh, it's canned or frozen. Even if 
the oranges are fresh, there are things 
to watch out for; at this time of year, 
the Florida crop is petering out and the 
California navels are giving way to the 
new valencis. If the valencias are stil 
watery and vinegery, by all means avoid 
them. Later on, in the full bloom of 
summer, they'll be sweet and rich. А few 
of the luscious, greenskinned Floridas 
from late baring trees may be around 
and their flavor is simply wonderful if 
you can get them. Tell your fruit ven- 
dor you'll take the Calitornia navels even 
if they're somewhat arid and expensive 

Assuming you get the right oranges, 
you must learn the gentle art of squcer 
ing. Cut the oranges in halt with a 
fruit knife made of ceramic, silver or 
stainless steel (kitchen knives of ordi 
mary secl will react chemically to the 
acid in the fruit and affect the flavor). 
Trew (he halves, don't gouge them. 
Don't force them against the reame 
weil the bitter oil of the orange rind 
seeps into the juice. Don't force the 
juice through a strainer мо fine that the 
liquid comes out looking like something 
that belongs in a specimen bottle. Use a 
Wire or metal strainer of medium mesh 
50 that the litle golden shreds of good: 
nes remain floating in the nectar. Avoid 
the older, too fast electric juicers which 
aerated the juice and ground the pits 
making the result bitter and unpleas 
andy foamy. 

To appreciate the possibilities of a 
fruit tableau in the morning, а man 
must go to Jamaica, British West Indies, 
for his breakfast. The Jamaicans will set 


up your breakfast table om а veranda 
overlooking the smoothest and bluest 
part of the Caribbean. Before you be- 
gin to talk about eggs or oatmeal or 
fish, a waiter will bring you a 10ошпсе 
goblet of orange juice, squeezed from 
native fruit delivered fresh each mom. 
ing. And then. as you taste the juice 
with its faint bouquet, and as your sleep 
blurred eyes gradually come into focus, 
you'll behold a big plauer filled with 
sliced papaya melon and wedges of lime, 
обу тіре mangoes smoother and live. 
lier than any fruit you've ever tasted, 
slices of pineapple so sweet you'd never 
dream of offending them with sogar and 
those green skinned bananas that are a 
kind of liqueur in solid form. 

The trouble with so many fruit bowl, 
and platters in this country is that they 
look like dusty still lifes. You don’t want 
to reach out for an orange because you 
simply don't want to go through the 
labor of peeling it. You avoid the grapes 
because you don't want to destroy the 
untouched cluster, You shun the big 
Georgia Belle peach because there's no 
place to dump the pit. 

When you asemble your own fruit 
platter for breakfast, it should be so set 
up that you can't resist wading into it. 
The пре honeydew melon should be 
cut into wedges that can be eaten either 
with fork or fingers The Thompson 
seedless grapes should be cut into small 
ама that B easily into the palm of 

hand. The pineapple shoul 

E а 
of overripeness, and should be sliced 
with every trace of skin and eye re 
moved. Or it may be cut into chunks 
wich hors d'oeuvre toothpicks jabbed 
into cach morsel. Mangoes — И you can 
get them in your neighborhood — should 
be peeled lower fashion, just waiting for 
the spoon, Fruits like peaches, nectar. 
ines or Bartlett pears should be peeled 
‘with pits and core removed and cut into 
large wedges. To keep such (ruit fron 
turning brown on the plaur, steep 
thera in orange juice or pineapple juice 
until they are served. Any пре fruit in 
season goes. Make the platter really 
lavish and overflowing. Have a bowl of 
superfine granulated sugar nearby. 
Ovenirenapkins and finger bowls should 
be provided for cleaning up after the 
feast. 

“The best thing about eggs for break- 
fast is their friendly, come-hither look. 
You may not be the kind of man who 
shoots out of bed like а comet. But when 
you sec a plate of superbly fried eges. 
What the Germans so aptly call spiegel- 
cier or mirror eggs, you see one of the 
loveliest visions man's eyes have ever 
beheld. But the vision doesn't just hap- 
pen. Again, you must be an unrecon: 
structed culinary crank to do well by this 
ordinary сев dish. 


A serious egg chef will positively re 
fuse to go to work unless he has the right 
frying pan. M hes old fashioned, he'll 
we a thin iron frying pan which is re 
served exclusively’ for eggs and never 
washed but merely wiped dry alter each 
we. To squeamish souls who think the 
pan may not be sanitary, it must be 
pointed out that the heat of the fat in 
the frying pan is way above that of 
boiling water and will kill any posible 
bacteria. present. Unfortunately, you 
can't buy these pans in the ordinary 
household store these days. А restaur 
supply house will have them, bi 
have to heat 

and salt, over a very hot flame or in a 
very bot oven ший theyre properly 
“seasoned,” that is, until they tum black 

‘Of other egy pans, the best type is the 
cast aluminum with a satin finish. М 
ges shöuld tend to stick to this pan, put 
a few tablespoons of vegetable fat into it. 
Heat the pan until the fat smokes 
‘Throw off the fat, Wipe the pan clean 
without washing. Then add butter and 
fry your eggs over а low flame. Remem- 
ber: long cooking or too high а flame 
toughens eggs prepared in any form, И 
you're making fried eggs, and the bottom. 
of the eggs tends 10 get done before Ше 
top is set, you might add а teaspoon or 
two of water to the pan and then cover 
it with a Hd. The gold of the yolks, 
however, will tend to become glazed 
when you do this. И you want the tops 
бі the eggs to cook quickly, you can 
place the eggs under a broiler Hame. 
But the truly fastidious egg fryer will 
insist on using the lowest possible flame 
and wait for the top and bottom (о be 
finished simultaneously, thus avoiding 
the leathery undercrust. 

"The great hig secret about scrambled 
ges В not to use any secret ingredient. 
Any alleged breakfast gourmet who adds 
milk ог cream ог grated cheese 10 
scrarabled eggs before they go йно the 

u should study his elementary cook- 
ок over again. Nature never intended 
that man should add anything but but- 
ter, salt and pepper. Add the butter 
in two sages One lump before the 
two beaten сууз go imo the pan (а 
Jump means two measuring teaspoons) — 
then stir and don’ stop stirring until 
the eggs are donc and, just as the 
eges coagulate, with your tree hand 
add the second lump of butter, This 
Will make the eggs Кому 
the fire while they're 
soupy. On the plate you may place such 
honorable bystanders. as broiled sweet 
smoky bacon, grilled hara, thinly sliced 
smoked salmon or Yarmouth bloaten. 

If by any chance you're a Scotsman 
or the son of a Scot, youl probably be 
as passionate about your morning bowl 
of porridge as you were about last night's 

(continued on poge 72) 


quiz By Harlan Draper 


FURTHER PUZZLES OF LOVE AND PASSION 


MARITAL MACHINATIONS 


victor axo VIYAN adored each other exceedingly and. 
additionally, were mature зорввисиех Tt would be 
correct, therefore. to assume that they did not let 
their being married interfere with their enjoyment of 
cach others company — even thongh they weren't 
ried 10 cach other. Being of vigorous dispositions 
they had, in fact, worked out a discreet daily render 
nis which went like this: 
Tn the morning, when Vivian husband went to 
work, she waited a while and then called him at his 
lice on the pretext of wishing Вия good day (she 
way a fate sleeper — as so many fulfilled w 


she hopped in the car, drove to an appointed street 


ner, picked uj 
moderate, nitor 
10 be involved 


her paramour, and drove him at a 
rate ol speed (they couldn't айо 
o her home, where 


‘of black caviar with grated 
boiled сұр, washed dow 
with iced vintage champagne) she drove Victor back 


i office, where he attached the day s labors relaxed 
ul refreshed never varied — Victor and 
an were p a fault 


Except lor one 
gh to develop a cold. 


murderowsly courteous atte 
the lovers were deprived of their pleasure for five days 
On Monday morning the despised husband went w 
work as usual and Vivian at once notified Victor that 


in which cupid’s shafts attain the shape of question marks 


their accustomed meeting would be held at Ше accus 
temcd time and place and that she would start out 
at the accustomed hour. Не » by this time 
was the ol considerable psycho sexual pressure 
=s much so, im fact, that he left the rendezvous 
street corner exactly onc hour earlier than the desig 

sted walking toward Viv- 


some route and th 
ок the way. And so they did, and promptly turned 
around and proceeded to Vivian's duplex, where they 
ied exactly 15 minutes carlicr than they would. 

ct her as planned. То their dismay, her 
ted them. A morbidly suspicious 
ties to provide him full de 

Bur his excess of sell-right 
ich on top ol his recent Шпев and 


he fell dow 
Later. Vivian received the bill from the detective 
Understandably predisposed against it, she 


in sure they re overcharging us, dear 
y followed you from ot 


out for yourself.” sud Vi 
ol late, “T ve got an appe 
ће was out the doo. 

Perhaps you will be a little kinder tû o 
widow and come up with the answer for 


who had 
ment.” And 


1 is, from time to time, an author's sad duty to 
report an event with veracity at the cost of distress 
ing readers. Such, alas, is the unadorned story of 
unrequited love recounted herewith. 

No one could have been happier at heart than 

he and Marylin — à gorgeous doll with 
been able to make бо time whatever 
despite many days in ber company on a cruise ship, 
during which hed plied her with the three Bs, ie. 
Mlandishments, bore. Dijous — were shipwrecked on 
a desert island, Just the two of them. 
ou know.” said Harry, when they'd swum ashore 
with nothing to sustain them but a canister of 
fresh water, "well probably die of hunger or thirst 
rescued. While we have our strength, 
wouldn't it be the sensible thing to taste of the 
pleasures our short lives still have in store for ue 
So come еге" 

"Down. boy — down!” said Marylin. “Not so fast. 
ї days of old, knights performed feats to win fair 
Чат and lor old times sake 1 think ГИ ask the 
same of зом 

Hany got his tongue back in his mouth and 
gamely asked her to name it. "OR," she said, "here's 
this cylindrical can full of water. Since it won't last 
us long anyway, ГИ ask you to kindly pour out half 
of it but exactly, mathematically, hall. There's a 
way 10 до it if you know how, as 1 do, but its not 
шу intention to tell you. So start figuring; Fm going 
to take a пар?” 

Harry started figuring. Не had nothing to meas 
ме with, He sat there ay the sun went down and he 
thought and thought all through the starry night. 
М dawn, he cried “Eureka!” (for old time's sake) 
because he had the solution. But then he just cried, 
became а rescue vel touched the beach as he 
wakened Marylin to claim her as his prize. 

Once aboard, Marylin asked, “Wha 
айне 

He parried with, "IE 1 tell you will you yield?” 

о,” she said, по desert island. Bub, 
ereisland rules don’t holt: 

We told you this was а sad story. Now you tell us 
Harry's method, 


the pro 


AN OXONIAN TRAGEDY 


Shakespeare it was who said the course of true love 
never runs without a medicum of turbulence, and 
such was the case with the passion that briefly flamed 
between Peter and Wendy. They loved each other 
madly that fine spring when she came up from Lon- 
don to visit him at his digs іп Oxford. But he, fickle 
swain, soon tired of her endearments for, to 
bluntly. he doubted he could ever give her all she 
wanted. In fact, when fellow scholars would мор. 
him on the common and greet him with the usual 
Oxonian (or is it Cantabridgian?) query, "Vou get 
tin’ any, boy?” he would answer with a weak grin, 
the while wishing he weren't getting quite so much. 

Ic beldi onc day that while poring over manu- 
scripts in the library of his collegium, Peter hap- 
pened on An American Tragedy, by the late Theo- 
dore Dreiser, the story, you recall, of a youth who 
plotted to rid himself of an enciente lass by sub- 
merging her in a lake on which they'd be boating. 
When Peter dug this tale, he sat back in thought 
and then, just like in these quaint Ameddican comic 
strips, з light bulb appeared over his head with 
the word “idea” in it. Next morning he invited 
Wendy to go punting on the Thames. Once aboard, 
he punted strongly upcurrent and passed under a 
bridge. One mile further on, as he passed under the 
ext bridge, he urged Wendy to lean over the side 
and glance at her reflection in the water, As she did 
so, he thwacked her smartly on the noggin with the 
punt pole and over she went. 

Peter kept right on punting. but now misgivings 
stirred within him, "What, will these hands never 
be clean?” he asked himself and, more to the point, 
"Maybe 1 was hasty — 1 have no other doll lined up 


ond, ог fateful, bridge for 10 minutes, he turned 
‘und жой punted with equal energy downstream, 


и diilted 
Jerly hauled 

the punt, revived her and, ax she 

opened her eyes, asked her (since he figured she ought 


to know from recent personal experience) the same 
question were going to ask you, to wit: “What was 


۵ £ ANSWERS TO PUZZLES ON PAGE 78 


where to bet your bottom dollar 


FS RIGHT 


attire 
By Blake Rutherford 


On the port page: the guy at the helm sports heirline-sriped stacks, about $13, topped with o 
navy blue flannel blazer, about $40, both by Chester Lourie. The broshly-striped button-down 
is a Von Heusen, about 55. Topside: the lod on the left is decked out in duck trousers by Chester 
Laurie, about $13, and an orlon pull-over shirt by Dee. His buddy's gorb: linen slacks by 
Corbin, about $19, plus а summerweight,fine-sriped orlon sweater by Robert Bruce, about $9. 


Оп deck, left: eminently shipshape for voyagers or land- 
lubbers, ‘navy-striped cotton walk shorts, pleatless, by 
Corbin, about $14. The pure silk shirt is by Bronzini, about 
$18. Aloft: white wool flannel walk shorts, Бу Dunlee, about 
$17, coupled with o blue Indio madras jacket by Chester 
Lourie, obout $30. His silk shirt в by Bronzini, about $18. 
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FLY (continued пот page 22) 


sanity. That evident flaw in Helene's 
stonewall defense seemed a crack which 
the Commissaire might possibly enlarge. 
But my sisterindaw finally cemented ic 
by acknowledging: 

“Al right, 1 icd ro you, 1 did use the 
Hammer twice. Bue do not ask me why. 
because I cannot tell you.” 

"Is that your only 


2 тікше 
had asked 


the Conmisaite, u 
what looked at last 
‚and you know it, Monsieur 
ose." 

I. annoyed, Charax had seen that 
Helene could read him like an open 
book 

T had thought of calling on the Com- 
miwaire, but the knowledge that he 
‘would inevitably start questioning Henri 
made me hesitate, Another reason also 
made me hesitate, a vague sort of fear 
that he would look for and find the fly 
Henri had talked of. And that annoyed 
me a good deal because 1 could find no 
satisfactory explanation for that particu 
lar fear. 

Andre was definitely not the absent- 
minded sort of profesor who walks 
about in pouring rain with a rolled 
umbrella under his arm. He was human, 
had а keen sense of humor, loved chil 
dren and animals and could not bear to 
see anyone sufer. Т had often seen him 
drop his work to watch a parade of the 
local fire brigade, or see the Tour de 
France cyclists go by, or even follow а 
circus parade all around the village. He 
liked games of logic and precision, such 
as billiards and tennis, bridge and ches 

How was it then possible to explain 
his death? What could have made him 
put his head under that hammer? [t 
could hardly have been the result of 
some stupid bet or a test of his courage. 
He hated betting and had по patience 
with those who indulged in й. Whenever 
he heard a bet proposed, he would in 
variably remind all present that, after 
all, a bet was but a contract between a 
fool and a swindler, even if it turned out 
to be а towup as to which was which. 

It seemed there were only two posible. 
explanations to Andre's death. Either he 
had gone mad, or else he had a reason 
for letting his wife kill him in such a 
strange and terrible way. And just what 
could have been his wife's role in all 
this? ‘They surely could not have been 
both insane? 

Having finally decided mot to tell 
Chars about my nephew's innocent reve- 
Tations, T thought I myself would try to 
question Helene. 

She seemed to have been expecting my 
visit for she came into the parlor almost 
as soon as T had made myself known to 
the matron and been allowed inside. 


7I wanted to show you my garden.” 
‘explained Helene as | looked at the coat 
slung over her shoulders. 

As one of the “reasonable” inmates, 
she was allowed to ко into the garden 
during certain hours of the day. She had 
asked for and obtained the right to a 
Tittle patch of ground where she could 
grow (lowers, and 1 had sent her жей» 
and some rosebushes out of my garden. 

She took me straight to 
wooden bench which had been n 
in the men's workshop and only 
set up under a tree lose to her little 
patch of ground. 

Searching for the right way to broach 

he subject of Andres death. I «at for 
a while tracing vague designs on (he 
ground with the end of my umbrella. 

“Francois, 1 want to ask you some 

‘aid Helene after a while 
Anything I can do for you, Helene?” 
No. just something 1 want to know 
Do fics live very long?" 

Staring at her, I was about по «y 
that her boy had asked the very sime 
question a few hours earlier when 1 sud. 
denly realized that here was the opening 
1 had been searching for and perhaps 
‘even the posibility of striking a great 
blow, a blow perhaps powerful enough 
to shatter her stonewall defense, be it 
sane oF insane. 

Watching her carefully, 1 replied: 

“t don't really know, Helene: but the 
fly you were looking for was in my study 
this morning” 

No doubt about it I had struck a 
shattering blow. She swung her head 
round with such force that 1 heard the 
bones crack in her neck. She opened her 
mouth, but said not a word; only her 
eyes seemed to be screaming. with lear 

Yes, it was evident that 1 had crashed 


what to do with such an advantage: 
did not. АП Т knew was that he would 
never have given her time to think, to 
recuperate, but all 1 could 

‘even that was a strain, 

ту best pokerface, hoping against hope 
that Helene's defenses would go on 
crumbling 

She must have been quite a while 
without breathing, because she suddenly 
‘gasped and put both her hands over her 
still open mouth. 

“Francois . . . Did you kill ИР" she 
whispered, ber eyes no longer fixed, but 
searching every inch of my face. 

S Nan 

“You have it Шеп... You have it on 
you! Give it to c almost shouted 
touching me with both her hands and 1 
Knew that had she felt strong enough, 
she would have tried to search me. 

“No. Helene, I haven't gotit” 


“But you know 
guesed. haven't you? 

“No, Helene. 1 only know one thing, 
and that is that you are not insane. But 
T mean to know all Helene and, som 
how, Т am going to find ont. Y 
choose: either you tell me evert 
and FII scc what is to be done, or 

“Оһ what? Say it! 

А was going to хау it; Helene . . or 
Taio yos hat your friend the 

fly first ú 


ill, looking down 
he palms of her hands on her lap and. 
although it was getting chilly, her fore: 
head and hands were moist 

Without even brushing aside a win) 
of long brown hair blown 
mouth by the breeze, she 


jf 1 tell уон... will y 
o destroy that Пу before doing any 
thing, else?” 

No, Helene, 1 can 


promise before. knowing,” 

“But Francois, you must understand. 
1 promised Andre that ly would be de 
stroyed. "That promise must be kept and 
1 can say nothing until it is 

1 could sense the deadlock ahead. 1 
was not yer losing ground, but 1 was 
losing the initiative. I tried a shot in 
the dark: 

“Helene, of course you understand 
that as soon as the police examine that 
бу, they will know that you are not 
insane, and then . 

“Francois, nol For Henris sake! Don't 
you sce? 1 was expecting that fly: T was 
hoping it would find me here but it 
couldn't know what had become of me. 
What else could it do but go to others 
it loves, to Henri, to you... you who 

what way 


‘Was she really mad, or was she simu- 
Tating again? But mad or not, she was 
cornered, Wondering how to follow up 
and how to land the knockout blow 
without running the risk of seeing her 


slip away out of reach, 1 wi very 
‘quietly: 

"Fell me all, Helene, 1 can then pro 
tect your boy.” 


“Protect my boy from what? Do 
you understand (hat if Í am here, it is 
merely so that Henri won't be the son 
of à woman who was guilotined for 
having murdered his father? Don't you 
understand that 1 would by 

the guillotine to the living death of this 
lunatic asylum?" 

7I understand Helene, and ТЇЇ do my 
best for the boy whether you tell me or 
not. If you refuse to tell me, H still 

but 


“But why must you know?" said, rather 
(continued overleaf) 


"I wonder if the earth satellite is going to have men on 4...” 


PLAYBOY 


за 


FLY 


than asked, my sister 
10 control her temper. 

“Because T must and will know how 
and why my brother died, Helene." 

MAIL richt. Take me back to the 
house. ГІЇ give you what your Com. 
тйөйє would call my ‘Confession’ 

“Do you mean to say that you have 
written и!" 

"Yes. It was not really meant for you. 
but more likely for your friend, the 
Commissaire. 1 had foreseen that, sooner 
or later, he would get too close to the 
truth,” 

m then have no objection to his 
пк it 

‘You will act as you think ft, Fran 
сой, Wait for me я minute.” 

Leaving me at the door of the parlor, 
Helene ran upstairs ко her room. In lese 
than а minute she was back with a large 
brown envelope. 

m Francois; you are not nearly 

your poor brother. but 
welligent. АШ 1 ask is 
that you read this alone. After that, you 
тау do as you wish.” 

“That Y promise you, Helene.” I said 
taking the precious envelope. "TI read 
it tonight and although tomorrow és not 
а visiting day. ГЇЇ come down tn see 
you 

"Just as you like,” said my sister in- 
law without even saying good-bye as she 
went back upstairs 


(continued from page 36) 


^ struggling 


dt was only on reaching home, as T 
walked from the garage to the house, that 
T read the inscription on the envelope: 
то уном TF MAY CONCERN 
(Probably Commissaire Charas) 

Having told the servants that I would 
have only a light supper 10 be served 

mediately in my study and that I was 
mot о be disturbed alter, I ran upstairs, 
threw Helencs envelope on my desk 
and made another careful search of the 
room before closing the shutters and 
drawing the curtains. АШ T could find 
was a long since dead mosquito stuck to 
the wall near the ceiling. 

Having motioned to the servant to 
put her tray down on a table by the fire 
place, 1 poured myself a glass of wine 
and locked the door behind her. 1 then 
disconnected the telephone — always 
did this now at night — and turned out 
all dhe Fights but the lamp on my desk 

open Helene's fat envelope, 
1 extracted a thick wad of closely written 
pages. 1 read the following lines neatly 
centered in the middle of the top page: 

This is not a confession because, al 
though 1 Killed ту husband, Lam not ë 
murderess. 1 simply and very faithfully 
carried out his last wish by crushing 
his head and right arm under the steam- 


hammer of his brothers factory. 

"Without even touching the glass of 
wine by ray elbow, 1 turned the page 
and started reading. 

For very nearly я year before his death 
(the manuscript began), my husband had 
tod me of some of his experiments. He 
knew full well that his colleagues of the 
Air Ministry would have forbidden some 
of them as wo dangerous, but he was 
Keen on obtaining positive results before 
reporting his discovery. 

Whereas only sound and pictures had 
been, so far, transmitted through space 
by radio and television, Andre claimed 
to have discovered a way of transmit 
matter. Matter, any solid object, різ 
in his “transmitter was instantly d 
integrated and reintegrated in a special 
receiving set 

Andre considered his discovery as per 
haps the mest important since that of 
the wheel sawn off the end of a tree 
trunk. He reckoned that the transmision. 
of matter by instantaneous "disintc- 
ration rcintegration" would completely 
Change life as we had known it so far 
Tt would mean the end of all means of 
transport, not only of goods including 
food, but Зо of human beings. Andre, 
the practical scientist who never allowed 
theories or daydreams to get the better 
of him, already foresaw the time when 
there would no longer be any airplanes, 
ships, trains or cars and, therefore. no 
longer any roads or railway lines. porta. 
airports or stations. АШ that would be 
replaced by mattertransmitting and re 
ceiving stations throughout the world 
Travelers and goods would be placed in 
special cabins and, at a given signal, 
would simply disappear and reappear 
almost immediately at the chosen receiv 


at first ran into all sorts of snags. His 
first succesful experiment was carried 


‘out with an ash tray 
а souvenir we had 
a trip to London 

"That was the fint time he told me 
about his experiments and I had no idea 
ol what he was talking about the day he 
came dashing into the house and threw 
the ash tray in my р. 

“Helene. look! For а fraction of а 
second, a bare 10 millionth of a second, 
that ash tray has been completely dis 
integrated. For one little moment it no 
longer existed! Gone! Nothing ей, abso 
lotely nothing! Only atoms traveling 
through space at the speed of light! 
‘And the moment after, the atoms were 
‘once more gathered together in the 
shape of an ash tay!” 


сп from his desk. 
ought back from 


“Andre, please , - , please! What on 
earth are you raving about" 

Не started sketching all over a letter 
1 had been writing. He laughed at my 
wry face, swept all my letters off the 
table and said: 

"You don't undentand? Right, Lers 
start all over again. Helene, do you 
remember T once read you an article 
about the mysterious flying stones U 
seem to come from nowhere in particu 
lar, and which are said to occasionally 
fall in certain houses in India? They 
come flying, in as though thrown from 
‘outside and that, in spite of dosed doors 
and window" 

“Yes, 1 remember. 1 also remember 
that Professor Augier, your friend of 
the College de France, who had come 
emarked that if 
there was no trickery about it, the only 
possible explanation was that the stones 
had been disintegrated after having 
been thrown from outside, come through 
the walls, and then been weintegrated 

ing the floor or Ше opposite 


was, of comme. one other posibility, 
namely the momentary and partial dis- 
integration of the walls as the stone or 
stones came through.” 

Yes, Andre. Г remember all that, and 
1 suppose you abo remember that I 
failed to understand, and that you got 
quite annoyed. Well, 1 still do not 
understand why and how, even 
tegrated, stones should be able to cu 
through a wall or а closed door.” 

“But it в posible, Helene, became 
the atoms that go to make up matter are 
not close together like the bricks о 
wall. They are separated by relative im 
mensitis of space" 

“Do you mean to say that you have 
disintegrated that ash tray, and then 
put it together again after pushing it 
through something?” 

“precisely, Helene, 1 projected it 

rough the wall that separates my trans 
ier from my receiving set" 

"And would it be foolish to ask how 
humanity is to benefit from ash trays 
that can go through walls?" 

Andre seemed quite offended, but he 
soon saw (hat 1 was only teasing. and 
again waxing enthusiastic, he told me 
of some of the possibilities of his div 
covery 
“Isn't it wonderful, Helene?" We fi 
nally gasped, out of breath. 

"Yes, Andre. But 1 hope you won! 
ever transmit me; Г be too much afraid 
‘of coming out at the other end like your 
э tray.” 

“What do you mean?" 

“По you remember what was written 

ler that ash tray?" 
"Yes, of course: MADE IN Jaran. That 
(continued on page 16) 
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a fair filly from philly tries her luck on the great white way 
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шекер ноеегл from the hinter 
land incessantly batter the bastions 

of Broadway, determined, if need be, to 
follow to the letter Walter Huston’s ad- 
vice: "Ш you don't get anywhere by 
pounding your fists on Ше doors of pro 
duces’ offices use your head.” One 
such pretty pounder is flame topped Car 
Radison of Philadelphia who, al. 
she tells us she won't he 19 until 
November, has had her eye on that 
dressing room має for some time. She 
le her dramatic debut at the age of 

10 in summer stock in Minnciota and 


some TV work, as well 
it parts in films (Rock, Rock, Rock 
Last Night in New York), but her real 
love is that odd room with 
wall which is called The 
shook a lithe leg in the chorus line of 
Wish You Were Here amd recently 
played the feminine lead in an өй 
Broadway production of a Renaissance 
farce, Ws а long. tough cimb to 
the top, but there are plenty of good 
times along the way-exciting things to 
Чо... places to же... people to meet. 
And whit could be more exciting 

nest aspirant like Carrie than bow 
in as our boudoir Playmate for June? 


А dromo workshop director analyzes Corrie's scene assignment. 
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Тіс curvy ule coed ja the tight ting 
cashenere теле wiggled np to the pre 
ш da ponte o 
honeyed voice, "Im afrad Г didn't do 
very well on that quiz today, Profesor. 
Bull do upiing te Pam Qi courses 
туар 

ite peer miel am нот, 
gem 

4 Uh huh," she coocd. "Anything you 

"Then study; he sid dryly. 


dips 


Then there was the middle aged busi- 
ness man who took his spouse to Paris 
Alter traipsing with Ber Irom onc 
maison du couture to another, he begged 
for a day off to rest and got it With the 
wile gone shopping again, he went to 
the кіш Bar and picked up 2 luscious 
Parisienne. They got on well until the 

juestion of money came up. She wanted 

0 Amerikan, dollars: he ойт 10 
"They couldn't get together on the price, 
so they didn't get together, hat evening 
he escorted his wife to one of the nicer 
restaurants on the Rue de Rivoli and 
there he sported his gorgeous babe of 
the afternoon seated at а table near the 
door. до 

"Scc, monsicur?” she said, as 
posed. кек "Tort. what уш ға КІ 
Your lousy 10 bucks" 
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The jealous husband returned home 
from a business trip a day eaily and dis. 

strange coat in the front 
stormed into the living room with 
the accusation that there was another 
man in the apartment. 

"Where is he?" the husband de 
manded. as he stalked from room to 
room, searching. 

"You're mistaken, dear,” the wife in- 
sisted. “That coat must have been left 


by one of your friends the last time you 
threw a poker party. Since you've becn 
gone, 1 haven't even looked at another 
man.” 

The husband searched through the 
entire apartment and, finding no one, 
decided his wile mut he telling the 


He was running 
water in the basin, when he noticed that 


he shower curtain was pulled closed. 
caber peculiar, he thought. He ripped 
the curtain open and — sure enough — 
there was a strange man. But before the 
astounded husband could utter a word, 
‘the man jerked the curtain closed здай 
saying, "Please! 1 haven't finished vot 
ing yet” 


told my boyfriend 1 didn't want to 
see him any more,” said the pony-tailed 
model to her friend, over lunch. 
“What did he say?” the friend asked, 
"Nothing. He just pulled the covers 
over his head.” 


Че voy swank mens eh Rel их foot 
forbidden the presence of women in any 
Of its stately rooms. One night a digni 
fied member walked in and was shocked 
to discover a covey of chitruping Indies 
gathered in the very center of the study 

What is the meaning of this?” he de: 
manded of the club manager. 

“We've decided to let members bring 
their wives in for dinner one evening a 

worth.” was the reply. 

‘But that's unfair," complained the 
disgruntled fellow. “Em not married. 
¡Could 1 bring my girlfriend?" 

"The manager thought for a moment, 
amd (hen replied slowly, "I think it 
might be alright. provided she's the 
wile ol a member. 


Heard any good ones lately? Send your 
favorites to Panty Jokes Editor, minor, 
B E. Ohio SL, Chicago IT, NL) and 
арт ра aksi fa are 
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рун Jokes center деті зі 
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FLY (continued from page 38) 


was the great joke of our typically Brit- 
ВВ souvenir.” 

"The words are still there Andre; 
but... look!” 

He took the ash tray out of my hands, 
frowned, and walked over to the wim 
dow. Then he went quite pale, and I 
knew that he had seen what had proved. 
to me that he had indeed carried out 
a strange experiment. 

‘Te hree words were still there, but 
revered and readin 


neqe ni abeM 


Without a word, having completely 
forgouen me, Andre rushed off to his 
laboratory. 1 only saw him the next 
morning, tired and undhaven after а 
whole nights work, 

A few days later, Andre had a new 
reverse which put him out of sorts and 
made him fussy and grumpy for several 
weeks. 1 stood it patiently enough for 
a while, but being myself bad tempered 
fone evening, we had a silly row over 
some futile thing, and 1 reproached him 
for his moroseness. 

‘Tm sorry, cherie. I've been working, 
ту way through a maze of problems and 
have given you all a very rough time. 
You sce, my very бтм experiment with a 
live animal proved a complete fiasco.” 

"Andre! You tried that experiment 
with Dandelo, didn't you?” 

“Yes. How did you know?" he am 
экетей sheepishly. “He disintegrated per- 
fectly, but he never reappeared in the 
receiving set” 


“Oh, Andre! What became of him 
then?” 
"Nothing , . - there is just no more 


Dandelo; only the dispersed atoms of a 
cat wandering, God knows where, in the 
universe. 

Dandelo was a small white cat the 
cook had found one morning in фе 
garden and which we had promptly 
adopted. Now 1 knew how it had dir 
appeared and was quite angry about the 
whole thing, but my husband was зо mis- 
erable over it all that 1 said nothing 

1 saw little of my husband during the 
next few weeks. Не had most of his 
meals sent down to the laboratory. 1 
would often wake up in the mot 
and find his bed unslept in. Sometimes, 
И he had come in very late, 1 would find 
that storm-swept appearance which only 
a man can give a bedroom by getting 
up very early and fumbling around in 
the dark, 

‘One evening he came home to dinner 
all smiles, and 1 knew that his troubles 
were over. His face dropped. however, 
when he saw T was dressed for going out. 

‘Oh. Were you going out, Helene?” 
"Yes the Drillons invited ше for a 


game of bridge, but 1 can easily phone 
them and put it об 

Мо, it's all right” 

“її isn't all night. Ош with it, dert" 

"Well, I've at last got everything per- 
fect and 1 wanted you to be the frst 
to sce the miracle.” 

Magnifique, Andre! Of course ГИ be 
delighted 

Having telephoned our neighbors to 
say how sorry Í was and so forth, 1 ran 
down to the kitchen and told the cook 
that she had exactly 10 minutes in which 
to prepare a "celebration dinner.” 

“An excellent idea. Helene.” sud my 
husband when the maid appeared wi 
the champagne after our candlelight 
dinner. "Well celebrate with reinte- 
grated champagne!” and taking the tray 
from the maid's hands, he led the way 
down to the Laboratory. 

“Do you think it will be as good as 
before its disintegration?” Т asked, hold: 
ing the tray while he opened the door 
and switched on the Tights. 

“Have no fear. You'll see! Just 
it here, will you." he said. opening the 
door of a telephone call-box he had 
ought and which had been transformed 
into what be called a transmitter. “Put 
it down on that now.” he added, putting 
з stool inside the box. 

Having carefully closed the door, he 
took me to the other end of the room 
and banded me a pair of very dark sun 
glasses. Не put on another pair and 
walked back to a switchboard by the 
‘transmitter. 

“Ready Helene?” sid my husband 
turning out all the lights. “Don't remove 
your glasses till 1 give the word.” 

“1 wor't budge Andre, go on.” 1 told 
him, my eyes fixed on the tray which 1 
could just see in a greenish shimmering 
light through the glass paneled door of 
the telephone booth. 

“Right,” sid Andre, throwing a swi 

Тһе whole тооно was brilliantly il 
mated by an orange flash, Inside the 
cabin 1 had seen a crackling ball of fire 
and felt its heat on my face, neck and 
hands The whole thing lasted but the 
fraction of a second, and T found myself 
blinking at green-edged black holes like 
those one sees after having stared at the 
su 


“EL wilt You cam whe off your 
glasses, Helene.” 

A little theatrically perhaps, my hus- 
nd opened йе дик ef abe Cabin. 
Though Andre had told me what to 
Expect, was astonished to find that the 
champagne, glasses, tray and stool were 
no longer there. 

Andre ceremoniously lead me by the 
hand into the next room in а corner of 
which stood a second telephone booth. 
‘Opening the door wide, he triumphantly 


lifted the champagne tray off the stool 

Feeling somewhat like the good na 
tured kind:memberoftheaudience that 
has been dragged onto the music hall 
stage by the magician, 1 repressed from 
saying, “АП done with mirrors,” which I 
knew would have annoyed my husband, 

“Sure its not dangerous to drink?" 
1 asked as the cork popped. 

“Absolutely sure, Helene,” he mid 
handing me a glass "But that was noth 
ing. Drink this of and PH show you 
something much more astounding.” 

We went back into the other room. 

“Оһ, Andre! Remember poor Dan- 
delo" 

"This is only a guinea pig, He 

fm positive it will ко through all 


m 


He set the furry line beast down on 
the улеси enamelled floor of the booth 
and quickly closed the door 

put on my dark glasses and saw and felt 
the vivid crackling Hash. 

Without waiting for Andre to open 
the door, 1 rushed into the next room 
where the lights were still on and looked 
into the receiving booth. 

"Oh. Andre! Cheri! Нез there all 
right" 1 shouted excitedly watching the 
Tittle animal trotting round and round. 
"lcs wonderful Andre. Ie works! You've 


"What do you mean? Look! He's as 
full of life as when you put him in the 
other cabin.” 

“Yes, so he seems. But we'll have 10 
жее if all his organs are intact, and that 
will take some time. И that little beast 
is still full of life in а month's time, we 
then consider the experiment a success." 

1 begged Andre to let me take care of 
the guinea pig. 

“АП right. but don't kill it by over. 
feeding.” he agreed with a grin for my 
enthusiasm 

"Though not allowed to take Нара — 
the mame 1 had given the guinea pig — 
‘out of its box in the laboratory, 1 h 
tied a pink ribbon round its neck a 
was allowed to feed it twice а day. 

Hopla soon got used to Ия pink rib- 
bon and became quite а tame little pet, 
but that month of waiting seemed a 

And then one day, Andre put МІ. 
quete, our cocker spaniel, into his 
“transmitter.” He had not told me be- 
forehand, knowing full well that 1 would 
never have agreed to such an experiment 
with our dog. But when he did tell me, 
Miquette had been successfully trans 
mitted halfa-dosen times and seemed to 
be enjoying the operation thorough! 
sooner was she let out of the "reinte- 
grator" than she dashed madly into the 
next room, seratching at the “transmit 

(continued on page 64) 


humor ву ARTHUR KOBER 


First off, let me personally apologize 


car to a certain femme f 


(Cute, but nothing ser 


cially when that big 
around and 
you all the 
ке his 


kicks. (Only kidding) Hope you didn't 
mind too much the "Insulis" he slung 
round, altho’ you must of wondered 
why 1 let so many get by without 1 
going ahead and topping him, Well, Mr 
Branch, a guy in my position whereby 
Ive played ко many night clubs, cafes, 
hotels and such in my time the way 1 
done, naturally 1 could of amnialated 
th a comple ad libs I got in 
reserve strictly for hecklers, but when it 
comes to an old pal like Toots it really 


presenting that clown prince of fun, jerry collins 
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is not Біг 1 should go and chop him 
down which 1 could do like taking candy 
away from a little kid. (A for 
"Hey, dope. did you check your brains 
with your coat?” A guaranteed yock) 
But why? After all, when some pal who 
is Rock Graciano's friend, supposing he 
takes а poke at the champ, Rocky is not 
going to let go with a sharp right to 
stiffen hira out cold. Pro's spar strictly 
with pro's, Same goes with me. Hope 
you will understand. 

Mr. Branch, 1 wonder if you given any 
serious Шо to the "proposition" we two 
cussed together at lunch, namely do- 
ing a book about my Ме? My feeling 
is Tight now is the time to put out this 
here book about my life being I am at 
he heighth of my career with my own 
TV show, namely "Jerry Collins and his 
Capers” which is amongst the top 10 
which you can check personally my Tren- 
dex rating so just don't take my word 

ed, you don't pick up а news 
paper without there's some comment or 
plug or such about me and the show. 
Ted, the fan mail which you can sce for 
yourself whenever you ж desire, it's com- 
ing in but by the stckfulls. Now 1 be- 
e in Ше motto “Strike whilst the 
on is hot" and believe me, Ted that 
iron is зо hot it’s positively sisling. 
Hope you don't think Г am giving you a 
pump job. Stietly a fact. 

When 1 think what a book about me 
gross, Ted it is so staggering it posi- 
tively takes the breadth away. First of, 
you can count on one of the top maga 
zines doing a six-cight part serial with 
all kinds pictures galore which 1 got 
from my babyhood days on up to the 
time 1 posed with Presidents, with the 
Queen at the Command Performance 
the time 1 played the Palladium, with 
name generals when 1 did the USO. bit 
and with all kinds famous personalities 
creeping in and out my life. Second, the 
book will get plenty free plugs from me 
оп my own TV show — that's for sure. 
Thirdly, am willing to make а pa. tour 
to all the book stores and f myself will 
personally autograph any and all copies 
хо long the demand will last. And finally 
have got pals amongst the disc jocks and 
— people like Ed Sullivan, Steve 

Ernie Kovacks, Barry Gray and 
ir ilk who will gladly give me free 
to plug the book. Ted, 1 see this 
hook snowballing up and down the 
country to where there is simply no 
limit to what it could gros, Besides 
which, have discused the whole matter 
with Pinky Farber, my "prae" agent 
who knows but thoro'ly how to get 
behind a product and push it (hes 
doing pretty OK by yours truly, by the 
way) and Pinky got some highly original 
ideas his own self, Great boy, Pink. The 
most. Incidently it was Pinky who rec 


ли 
th 


‘ommended me you are the ideal person 
to go ahead and write my Ше story. 
(Tho you might like to know.) 

Frankly speaking Ted. when it comes 
to writers and the big word racket, Tam. 
strictly from Durabeville АШ 1 know 
tho’ is whilst I could of gotten my TV 
writers to do the job, 1 figured you don't. 
go to a tonsil man to cure a busted arm 
and "viceaversa." This here happens to 
be an age of specialists which we are liv- 
кіп today which is why I went ahead 
and T informed Pinky he should recon 
mend me a writer who is a profesional 
book man which he did, namely you. 

‘When Pinky mentioned me your name, 
right away 1 gave out with the "Sonny 
Tul?" bit. (Hope you will understand, 
but frankly Ted, 1 did not know at the 
time) Then when he explained me your. 
experience on newspapers. your articles 
and the books you wrote, naturally 1 
says to Pinky "but will he dig me and ту 
lite story?" "Look" Pinky says, “don't 
knock the guy just because to you he it 
а civilian.” The best way to find out 
what is what, he says, В to have lunch 
with you whereby we each get ourselves 
mutually acquainted. Hence our lunch 
date. 

Ted, that day at Toots you convinced 
me right off you were just the typical 
type writer needed for this here job. 
When I began popping off with the gags 
and making with the funnies, am frank 
to say T liked very much the way you 
come through. not sitting there with 
your kisser at half mast. If there is one 
thing I abwhore it is to have a wet 
blanket around who when a person is 
Knocking himself out to grab a couple 
laughs and such, here is this character 
giving a perfect imitation of a China 
man namely Dead Pan. 

Ted. am really sincere when 1 say a 
young fortune could be made of this here 
book. Furthermore, Га be only 100 will- 
ing and happy to split up and down the 

widle, namely fiy бу on any and all 
revenues from the book, Now Ted, comes 
the part which it is only right to men- 
tion. being 1 believe everything should 
be fair, square and above board. namely 
this Ted. Whilst it is thoroly OK for 
you to share fifty ВНу in the book, still 
any other offers, "propositions" or reve: 
nues which might accrue — other than 
the book that is, same must be handled 
by me and any and all such intake must 
be strictly mine. Ted, this here В one 
point which I must insist on so if you 
got any reservations or doubts in this 
here respect, please көпе right out and 
say so now which will prevent any future. 
beefs from coming up later on. 

Frankly speaking. what I got my eye 
оп is a onepicture deal whereby 1 do 
my own life story in fims. Am honest 
‘enough to say that the thing which has 


burnt me up to а crispt all these years 
was the picture which I made the time 1 
was in Hollywood and which thro’ no 
fault my око was а floppola and laid 
one great big bomb box-office wise. Felt 
even at the time the picture was in pro 
duction that whilst Arnie Ritter, God rest 
his soul, shelled out money galore, got the 
best talent available, lavished plenty on 
production numbers and such and didn’t 
stint even one nickel, still when it came 
to handling yours truly, guiding him and 
protecting him with close shots and such, 
Amie, God rest his soul, was strictly from 
Clocksville. (Am not speaking ill of the 
dead. Hope you understand.) Arnie had 
me doing low comedy routines and slap- 
stick stuff whereas И Td of been handled 
right, he could of made me into Ше 
same күре ае and nonchalant comic 
like Gary Grant, Danny Kaye and that 
ilk. But was 1 guided? No. Did they 
appreciate the type of property they had 
on their hands? They did not. I 
body wishes to prove my remarks, just 
look at the zuave type show 1 do on my 
"TV program (the white-tie and tails bit, 
very classy) and today 1 am amongst the 
top 10 in TV ratings. Same talent, same 
ability. same delivery 1 had whi 

in Hollywood where 1 am со 
washt up. И the situation wasn't so 
‘comical it would be laughable. 

So you see Ted why 1 want very much 
to redeem myself picture wise. Figure if 
the book is a smash, which it should be, 
then it will be like a ailer for my 
own life story with me starred as Jerry 
Collins. Figure here is a chance to pick 
up and choose my own producer with 
the right "know how" who will present 
and guide me in one "hell" of a hunk 
entertainment which should and could 
outgross the Jolson and Cantor life 
stories inasmuch as по one would be 
dubbing in the songs inasmuch as T 
would be playing myself, using my own. 
legitimate voice, my own natural gestures 
and telling something that would come 
direct from the heart and not another 
actor playing the guy and making believe 
he is that genuine character which some- 
how or other is bound io come thro’ 
somehow. Not with me tho' on account 
1 actually would be Jerry Collins. Makes 
sense, по? 

Naturally 1 am prepared to make some 
alterations story wise being 1 would not 
want my exwives represented in any 
way; shape or form. Incidently the whole 
Maybelle episode 1 want should be kept 
strictly out of the book. Don't even want 
ber name should come up inasmuch as 
any dame who will come along with 
photographers and release pictures 10 
the tabloids and to my pals and hold me 
and a certain femme up to ridicule, that 
dame Т got only contempt for and noth- 

{concluded on page 77) 
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me ъол FELLOW in the red sweater 
and the absent necktie was introduced. 
by the me. as”... America's only work 
ing philosopher.” He stepped upon the 
supperclub stage clutching a rolled-up 
newspaper, shyly requested a Tittle more 
light, and then plunged into an ex 
tended dissertation on foreign policy, 
the Senate, segregation, religion, the 
American Medical Association, the Army 
and the President of the United States, 
‘Strange stufi for a chub comic to concern 
himself with, but Mort Sabl is a strange 
sort of comic. His speech is salted with 
sociopsychological phrases like father 
figure, value judgment and group hostil- 
йу. The uninitiated in the audience 
way not only misy the point of much of 
his humor, they may have difficulty even. 
following what he is saying, as when Sahl 
discusses the social. significance of a 
movie poster: 

Outside the theatre there's this ріс 
ture of a girl about 25 feet high and she 
has a towel around her from the Hilton 
Hotel chain, Из kind of like, you know, 
like good taste and she's 
got this kind of terror in her face, she 
looks real bugged, and her face is a social 
indictment of the entire insensitivity of 
society, you know, amd uh, theres a 
her expresión of a re 
World thinking and yet a 


puritanical strain which makes ot 
mores, you know. In other words, she's 

ig under the ostensible advan- 
age and, on the other h 


phony doublestandard of morality 
there's 


So, anyway, over her В 
indictment of all of us ant 
did it to her" Wonderful. T was stand: 
ing there on the street digging this sign, 
and 1 noticed a lot of young men walk 


ing by had a look of communal guile 
across their faces. 

The typical nighidub. conventioncer 
will sit through this with a blank or be 
wilderedl expression, but the more aware 
in the audience, bored by routine comic 
fare, will break into pieces on the spot 
Juez lingo exists Fight alongside egghead 
amor im УШУ vocabulary and he 
spends much of his time with jazz musi 
dans. Sm Kenton was one of Sahl's 
early sponsors and placed him on the 
same program when the hand played the 

adim. Mort also digs such urban 

в hifi and sports cars, and uses 
the subjects in his act 

"These sports car buy 
One enthusiast has this 
built around him ~ shee 
around his body. Luckily he has con 
temporary features. Kind of stark look 

8 guy anyway, looks like his face mus 
des are receding. So he's in this womb. 
position with the car pounded around 
him, all around him except for this plas 
tic slide which is over his mouth, so he 
Can order gas Sort of a Ко Mans An 
Islandstyle slide. Wonderful. 

“Sports cars are becoming very safety 
oriented these days. Theres a new 
model out пом — you can run it into a 
wall and not be hurt. That's because of 
the way the car is put together, First 
of all, it has these new Ivy seat belts 
Theyre thin and they buckle in the 
back. Good taste. Then there's foam 
rubber, about six inches of foam rubber. 
all over the dashboard, and a dished 
steering wheel with а 22 degree camber, 
so it won't impale you on impact. And 
safety glass that breaks up into gel. 


are the most 


"Үт very high on hi-fi —" 


"Watch the tubes come up." 


entertainment BY ROLF MALCOLM 


nous cubes, with no sharp edges 
Шуамау hood, hood ornaments and grill 

and jettisonable deck and doors . . 
and popout plastic tail lights and rear 
bumper. So, in effect if you'll just cool 
it as you come to the wall, ight a сіра 
rette and Have Faith, the car will real 
ис the futility of what you're doing and 
what it will do... well, actually, it will 
sort of chicken ont." 

Sahf' routines are anything but rou: 
tine and no two performances are quite 
the same. He works within ges 
‘of topicality often suggested by th 
paper which is his prop, his emblem and, 
as he might pat it, his “security symbol 
He docs have a few prefabricated punch 
lines, but his method of getting to them. 
is never the same. It is, rather, almost 
a lack of method —a sort of free associa. 
tion. He will ramble and digress, drift 
away from his story (sometimes never to 
return) and constantly be reminded ol 
new things The rambling is genuine, 
on the spot creativity — a kind of impres 
sioristic yackety yack that happens right 
оп stage and is one of the esential de 
ments of his style. 

Ingenuousness i part of his style, too. 
When Sahl gets off з particularly good 
remark, he will quite unashamedly enjoy 
it with his audience НЬ nese will 
Ме and his teeth will flash in on 
uncontrollable expresion of delight 
Theo, as if suddenly realizing this в 
not quite the proper thing to do, he will 
take himself in hand. scratch his head, 
and mumble, “Well, OR, Fine. On. 
ward!" And the free association will re 
a delivery that is rapid and 
pause — not the artificial ma: 


“The landlady gets wigged 


chinegun patter of a Wi 
but, rather, Ше headlon 
the inspired comversationalist 
ideas run ahead of his tongue. 
Sahl went to school on the West Coast 
ond he is filled with stories — both truc 


whose 


and fanciful — about collegiate life in. 
that arca. He describes his diffculties 
studying engineering at the University 


of California. “Theyre kind of back- 
ward about it, and the Dean ої Engi 
neering School is a real executive bottle 
neck — he wears a mortarboard and 


gown to classes, you know, the worst — 
and he's always 


trips to Europe 


there's no reception to new ideas is what 
Ym getting at. Well, when 1 went into 
Graduate Schoo project was а 
bridge, That's all you build in San Eran 
cisco — bridges. 

“So, 1 took my idea into Ше Dean ol 
Engineering who, as 1 say, was nowhere 
— very conservative and, uh, he didn't 
want to look at it, and he'd say, Whatta 
you want” You know, very backward — 
Chairman of the Committee, you know. 
1 wanted to make a genuine contribu: 
tion to the feld Г chosen to enter, so L 
һәй this idea for a cray freclorm 
bridge. 1 wanted to put it at a point 10 
miles up the bay the widest part of 
the bay, which is a real challenge, you 
know. Je wasn't a suspension bridge — 
it didn't have any supports—1 didn’t 
want any supports, because from an 
esthetic standpoint, 1 didn't want it to 
be 100 busy. И was wild — they'd never 
had a bridge like that before — it would 
kind of float with the Japanese currents 

(continued on poge 54) 
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a Wum: axo влом Окута, Gil 

berte, with her head thrown back, her 

eyes half dosed, her lips apart, sunk in 

dreamy languor, was breathing slowly 
4 placidly, when suddenly she started 

up with a ау of terror, 

ris that?” 

y still,” said Maurice, holding her 

back in his arms 

Jn his present mood, had the sky 

it would not have troubled him. 


Crouching down, ber eyes filled 
with terror, she was pointing with her 
finger ata figure which appeared in a 
corner of the room, between the fire 
place and the mirrored wardrobe. 
Then, unable to bear the sight, and 
nearly fainting, she hid her face in her 
hands 

Maurice at length turned his head, 

saw the figure, and perceiving that it 
moved, was also frightened. Meanwhile, 
Gilberte was regaining her senses. She 
imagined that what she had seen was 
some mistress whom her lover bad hid- 
den in the room. Infismed with anger 
and disgust at the idea of such treach- 
ery, boiling with indignation, and glar- 
ing ae her supposed rival, she ск. 
claimed: 
А woman... naked woman tool 
You bring me into а room where you 
allow your women to come, and when 
1 arrive they have not had time to dress 
And you reproach me with arriving 
lue! Your impudence is beyond beliefl 
Come, send the creature packing. И you 
wanted us both here together, you 
might at least have asked me whether 
it suited me. 

Машке, wide eyed and groping for 
a revolver that had never been there, 
whispered in her ear: 

"Be quiet... it is no woman. One 
can scarcely see, but it is more like a 
man“ 

She put her hands over her eyes again 
and screamed harder than ever. 

“A man! Where does he come from? 
A thief. An asasin! Help! Help! Kill 
him... Maurice, kill himt Turn on the 
Tight, No, don’t tum on the light..." 

“Have no fear, Madame,” said a very 


Ribald Classic 


THE LADY AND THE ANGEL 


ironic excerpt from The Revolt of the Angels by Anatole France 


sweet voice. 

‘Slightly reassured, she found strength 
to ask: 

“Who are you?" 

1 am an angel," replied the voice. 

"What did you ауу” 

“I am an angel. 1 am Maurice's 
guardian angel” 

"Say it again. I am going mad. I do 
not understand. 

Maurice. without understanding 
ther, was indignant. He sprang forward 
and showed himself; with his right 
hand armed with a slipper, he made a 
threatening gesture and said. roughly: 

“You are а low ruffan: oblige me by 
going the way you Came.” 

“Maurice,” contihued the sweet voice, 


‘He whom you adore as your Creator 
has stationed by the side of each of the 


able opinion of the Fathers, it is 
founded on many passages of the Bible, 
the Church admits it unanimously. 
without, however, pronouncing ana- 
thema upon those who hold a com 
trary opinion. You see before you one 
‘of these angels, yours, Maurice. 1 was 
commanded to watch over your iano: 
cence and to guard your chas 

“That may be,” said Maurice; "but 
you are certainly no gentleman. A gen: 
tleman would not permit himself to 
enter a room at such a moment. To be 
plain, what are you doing here?” 

“I have assumed this appearance, 
Maurice, beciuse, having henceforth to 
move among mankind, 1 have to make 
myself like them, The celestial spirits 
poses the power of assuming а form 
which renders them apparent to the 


realities in the world are but appear. 
But Gilberte was not listening. She 
had something on her mind, and to put 
an end to her suspense, she asked: 
"How long have уой been here?" 
“tL саме with Maurice 
“Well — that's а nice thing" she said, 
shaking her head. But the Angel com- 
tinued with heavenly serenity: 


"Everything in the Universe із circu: 
lar, elliptical or hyperbolic, and the 
same Taws which rule the stars govern 
this grain of dust. In the original and 
native movement of its substance, my 
body is spiritual, but it may affect, as 
you perceive, this material state by 
changing the rhythm of its elements” 

Having thus spoken, he sat down in 
a chair on Gilberte's black stockings, 

А dock struck outside. 

"Good heavens, seven o'clock!” ex. 
aimed Gilberte. “What am Í to say to 
my husband? He thinks | am at that 
tea party in the Rue de Rivoli. We are 
dining with the La Verdelitres tonight 
Go away immediately Monsieur Angel. 
Y must get ready to go. 1 have not a 
second to lose” 
ngel replied that he would 
ingly obeyed Gilberte had hc 
been in a state to show himself decently 
за public, but that he could not dream 
ol appearing out of doors without any 
clothes. "Were I to walk naked in the 
street” he added, "| should offend a 
mation attached (o its ancient habits, 
habits which it has never examined." 

Iris uve һе is 
said Gilberte with 

Maurice tossed his pajan 
slippers to the celestial mesenger. Re 
garded as outdoor habiliments they 
were nor adequate. Gilberte pressed 
her lover 10 run at once in quest of 

He proposed to go and 
enge. She win 
she 


other clothes, 


everyone to know that 


you and 1...” she exclaimed. 
Maurice went out to seck a clothes 
shop. 
Meanwhile, Gilberte, who could not 


delay any longer for fear of causing a 
horrible scandal, turned on the light 
and dresel before the Angel, She did 
it without any awkwandnes, for she 
Knew how to adapt herself по circum- 
stances; and she took it that in such an 
unbeardof encounter in which heaven 
and earth were mingled іп unutterable 
Confusion it was permissible to retrench 


in modesty. Such went her logic 
Moreover, she she pos 
sesed а good Б garments 
as dainty as the fashion demanded As 
the apparitiou's sense of delicacy would 
not permit him to don Maurice's paja 
mas, Gilberte could not help obsersi 
by the lamplight that her suspi 
were well founded and that angels have 
the same appearance as men. Curious to 
know if the appearance were real or 
imaginary she asked the child of light 
if angels were like monkeys, who, to. 


one 
he replied, "angels 
are capable of loving mortals. It is the 
teaching of the Scriptures, It is said in 
the sixth chapter of Genesis, "When 
men became numerous оп the face of 
the earth, and daughters were born to 
them, the sons of God saw that the 
daughters of men were beautiful, and 
they took as wives all chose which 
pleased them.” 

“Good heavens,” cried Gilberte all at 


once, “I shall never be able to fasten 


ту dress; it hooks down the back...” 


When Ma 
found the Angel on his Коев tying the 
shoes of the woman taken in flogrante 
delicto. 

Taking her muff and her bag off the 
table, she 

“I have not forgotten anything? No. 
Good night Monsieur Angel. Good 
night, Maurice. I shall never forget this 
day" And she left 


entered the room һе 
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өй of like Kon-Tiki. And the Dean 
"You're outa your mind!” And he 
asked me where E wanted to pot it, so 
1 told him in the middle of the bay, so 
he says, ‘No one needs a bridge up there, 
You're causing trouble.” You know. that 
ml of thing, Sort of, If God had 
wanted a bridge there, there'd be one.” 

‘Sahl recalls some difficulties with a cal 
lege roommate, too: 

"He was a big wheel on campos — very 
popular. Never found out what he was 
ng in, but bi roommate 
and we shared 0 
Jc soon bec 


covenant. whereby when he was having 
а раму, we Най a blue light there by the 
door — this old merchant mariner lamp 
wed picked up at а war surplus — and 
d leave this light on and if I 

and if Т saw this Tighe га 
know that he was having a party and L 
wouldn't eome in and then Fd leave 
the light on i Z was having a party — 
с that — just for parties. Anyway, 1 
in this, you know privacy is 


bel 
the end — 1 dig it. So, uh — and he dug 
ît. Wonderful. So, the first time he had 
a party it lasted about three hours — so 
1 just Fell out and had some coffee and 


studied some — he kind of foreed me into 
bad habits there. 5-1 did that. Bur 
the second time he had a party, it lasted 
all night and 1 had to sleep in an MG 
which 1 owned at the time. Which is 
not the answer, you know — pretty awful 
— listening to all-night record shows and 
being awakened by representatives of 
sports car clubs trying to sign you up. 
And then toward the end of the semes 
ter, he w 
might and it became kind of a drag, | 
couldn't get into the apartment a 
back was beginning to hurt from sleep- 
ing in the MG, because of the hand 
Vd gear shift and so forth — and, 
1 like to help a guy along wher 
he's trying to build something. but — 
anyway, that was the 
operative housing project. because finally 
I coulde't cot it anymore, you know, 1 
was keeping my clothes in the trunk of 
the MG—you know, the wont. 1 
thought, well, 1 ought to at least go 
amd get my toothbrush, vo 1 went inside 
ud, uh, that was a mistake. Now 1 don't 
ind sacrificing lor a guy. you know. 
when something s happening. But when 
he's boasting and trying to build а repu 
tion on it. it's unforgivable. “That's 
right: he was alone — res 
served а hitch in the Army СТ 
was so dose to MacArthur Т got radi 
tion burns") and his recollections of 


such dearto-theheart GI phenomena 
as pro stations swell the ventricles of ex- 
servicemen. "So we would go into 


town and. wh, Гус got to hand the Army 
18-1 won't hand them much, but this 
Eve got to hand ihem— they are well 
organized, "The doctors were everywhere 
amd tbe military police had gonc in as 
pioneer troops eight hours abead of us 
ul nailed up green arrows on the walls 
buildings which said, First Aid, you 
know or мош, to that eifect — Im 
abridging this for the mixed audience — 
and, uh, then you follow these arrows 
and walk along circuitos routes, down 
strange alleys, in strange surroundings 
to find a friendly face there, The medic 

lid talk to you and be would keep 


score of what guys from what outht were 
sick, see? And if your outht got a per 
centage ol 65 or above, you would те 
ceive a unit citation. That» what it 
stands for. Did you know that? Sure. 


ways to the Army's protection, 
all, there were the conformista Ко 
imagination. 1 hate those guys. “The 
worst, you know. The Good Soldier. 
The Organization Man. They simply 
did as they were told — got sick — lol 
owed the arrows їп. First aid. Thanks. 
And that was that 

“The «second group was а litle 
sharper. They weren't actually sick. but 
they reported in anyway, you know. In 
an attempt to build reputation. 

"The last were the real sophisticates. 
They were the perceptive people. They 
fgurcd that the best way — uh, what 
they did was to follow the arrows in 
reverse direction and find the action.” 

We caught Mort Sahl at Mister Kelly's 
in Chicago, fist paired with At 
O'Day, and then on a return engagement 
with Billie Holiday, but he got his star 
out in San Francisco at Enrico Banducci's 
club, the Hungry i (Playboy After Hours, 
June 1936). Sahl thinks a great deal 
Of Banducci; “Нез not only a very 
sweet guy, very warm human being and 
all that, but he has imagination. À real 
freeform guy. Hes 
things. As a result, they line up on the 

idewalks to get in Ше place.” Sahl fist 
appeared before the Hungry à patrons 
(among them. Budd Schulberg, Alberto 
Moravia, John Heney) dreseil in the 
Conventional manner — complete. with 
jacket and necktie. Since the club was 
rather informal, Banducci suggested he 
remove the jacket for future perform 
ances. Sahl did this. Next, the te went. 
Next, because the cavelike walls of the 
Hungry i are rather drab, it was sug: 
gested that Sahl come өші in 
tremely loud sweater. This 
costume today. 

The newspaper prop began at a time 
when Sahl's format was more rigid and 
he was deathly alraid of forgetting. his 
lines. He typed chem on index cards and 


stapled them to а rolled-up newspaper 
Today, there are no lines stapled to the 
journal, but it has become a remarkably 
appropriate trademark [or this comical 
тїш of current events 
М works best in Ше live cosines of 
a small dub. His adventures with ТУ 
have been fess than satistactory: “NBG 
had me under contact, but nothing 
much happened. They suspected me of 
being an intelectual, But it's not true. 
1 just Апош am intellectual, Guile by 
ibrary card — 


rapide de 
riburable to an abun: 
"It was ipscrurity," he 
X into the headshrinker 
“I was afraid 10 pause, 


dance of ide 


jugon a 
afraid of sil 
kept filling up U Though much 
ware secure these days, Sahl's act is still 
tuckpointed throughout with "Uh, 
"Right" “Onward.” and the constantly 
recurring “Wonderful.” 

Sahl, who creates his own materia 


for an act —as 
Sabl ва liberal. 
gimmick om stage — though the 
great difference between the onstage and 
offstage ХАМ. He punctures the pet 
prejudices of all of us ("Lets see, are 
there any groups 1 haven't insulted yet 
this evening"). He discourses on a 
broad spectrum of subjects and no cow 
is sacred. 

On cigarente ads 


They have this 


ler is Alive. You've seen it. And it tells 

how he's been seen walking with Gl 

Miller and Amelia Earhart. Ws пие 

He's living down in Greenwich Village. 

Нез painting now- right- with a 
ul he wants to be judged 

wher than on his p 


On the Junior Senator hom Wisco 
sin: "You've got to place McCarthy 
proper perspective in your own lile, be 
cause eventually youl have to tell 
Kids about him — unless you want th 
tw learn it in the street.” 

On integration: “Last fall, Eisenhower 
said that he lelt we should approach the 
problem moderately. Wut Stevenson said. 
we should solve the problem gradually. 
Now if we could just hit à compromise 
between these two extremes . 

‘On religion: "Out on the West Goast 
they've got this big tent with a neon 
sign over it that says, TAM." And inside 

guy who says, pretty much, he is 

Now 1 imagine you probably feel the 
same way about it that 1 do. 1 don't 
really believe he is, but on Ше other 
hand, 1 don't want w say he isn't, either 
(continued on page 74) 


“What do you mean, I can't see the show! I ат the show!” 
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доахута 


ENTER THE HANDSOME STRANGER 


recipe for comic chaos: to baby doll and the rainmaker, add a pinch of shakespeare 


ew pevicr has been invented by 

American playwrights and about 
time, oo. The rest of you have probably 
discovered it already and perhaps a few 
sociological watts have been written 
about it, but Im а little slow in latching 
оп to these things, so youl have to be 
patient with me. 

D dramatumgical devices 
come and go, of course. During the time 
of Eugène Scribe, Victorien Sardou and 
thier constructors of the piece hien faite, 
the Crucial Letter, read by someone 
other than the addressee, changed the 
course of more dramas than Garter has 
pills. av they say, Later on 
Barrie wrote The Admirable Crichton 
and inaugurated the sülkpopular situs 
tion wherein а clutch of clashing ci 
sens are stranded together in some re 
mote covert (uch as а bus мор or a 
р forest) for the sole purpose of 
ketting on one another's nerves 

The latest gimmick goes like this 
one dull rural community, the focal in. 
habitant of which is а virgin starved for 
the right kind of masculine attention, 
introduce a swaggering, arrogant (but 
poetic!) young man who is only too hap 
ру to give it to her, thus gladdening her 
heart and assuring a happy curtain and/ 
or Гайсош. N. Richard Nash's The 
Rainmaker is the latest example I can 


point my horny finger to, but Tennesee 


satire BY RAY RUSSELL 


Williams’ Baby Doll and William Inge's 
Picnic will serve just as well. And maybe 
you can think of one or two more—1 
Can't do all the work around here, you 
know. 

M the class of budding playwrights will 
соте to order and stop throwing erasers 
at each other, the old professor will dem- 
‘onstrate further. And if the old profes 
sor wort, I will. The wonderful thing 
about this fine new artfice—1 might 
call it phallus ex machina И 1 were of a 
waspish turn of mind — is that it can be 
applied to almost any dramatic situa. 
tion, thus rendering fashionable and up- 
to-date the hoariest of plays. ‘To bludg 
con home ray point, | will ask you to 
take a play, any play, don't let me see it, 
hold it behind your back and 1 will 
recast it in this latest popular mode. 
Whats tha? Romeo and Juliet? Well, 
that may present a few problems, but 

my... 


Owe scene is the drowsy little town of 
Verona, Tennessee (population, 75). It 
із ruining. The set represents the once 
grand, now decaying home of Colonel 
Capulet — and since it is designed by 
Jo Mielzimer, er the closest thing to 
‘Miclsiner we can get, we simultaneously 
see the houses exterior, interior, roof, 
cellar, attic, porch, every single room and 
the back and [ront yards, all super 
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imposed on ench other. In the nursery, 
Julie Doll, the voluptuous Capulet 
daughter, is asleep in а crib, sucking 
her thumb. In the bathroom, Colonel 
Capulet is asleep in the tub, sucking 
his toc, Offstage, some damned fool is 
singing “Shenandoah,” apparently un- 
der the mistaken impresion that this is 
"Mourning Becomes Electra” He is 
abruptly silenced. by в quick-witted stage- 
hand. Aunt Hyacinth Linthead is ош 
front with an umbrella, picking dande- 
lions for the stew. The phone rings. 
‘Aunt Hyacinth screams bloody murder, 
abandons the umbrella, does a buckand. 
wing off left, reappears from stage right, 
falls to one knee and cronks a fast 
chorus of "Swanee” before beginning to 
muster courage to answer it. Colonel 


Capulet stirs uneasily in the tub, 
‘awakens and calls: 
сом 


Aunt Hylcinth, yo" nocount noneck 
monster, get ofn yo’ dead butt and an- 
эмет thet cotton pickin’ phone, yheah? 

JULIE vote 

(sucking her elbow) 

Pappy, wullo yo" always pick on Aunt 
Hyacinth thetaway? Ain't she been good 
to us, afecchin' and carryin' and washin” 
and cookin’ dandelion stew and caraway 
seed soup and peanut butter pie and 
hawg jowls glace for us and everthang? 
Julie Doll, thet ole lady cain't cook = 
decent meal to save her soul. 

уша кош. 
1 like (е way Aunt Hyacinth cooks, 
Pappy; everthang slides down nice and 
greasy. 


Shet yo" mouth, Julie Doll. (Calling) 
Aunt Hyacinth Linthead, you nutty old 
bat, who was thet on the phone? 
AUNT HYACINTH 

Warnt nobody. 

сома 
Warme nobody by the time у got (o it 
Ymeant (Under his breeth) 1 declare, 
sometimes 1 think thet woman's got 
Montague blood in her v 

JUE vou. 
1 heerd you, Pappy! 1 heerd you say 
thet terrible nasty thing about pore ole 
Aunt Hyacinth! Why, thet ole lady is as 
good а Capulet as you are, and you 
Know itt She a hunnerd percent white 
Protestant trash, sho enough! Арис 
попе 0° thet feudin. fowi. (urin 
‘Montague blood in her at ull! 

ошма. 

(ashamed of himself) 

Waal, 1 didn't really mean it. (He looky 
ош the window.) Sho wish it would stop 


AUNT изложи 
(soaking wet) 

Why, Colonel honey, rain is the blessed 

tears of the heavenly angels in thet Holy 

City up yonder, hallelujah! And it 


сЕ 
Ea 
And it makes the ite Пон. righe 
Qar aa mam house tol They ll бе 
s lod ишу bet 
МЫЛ; handsome young man leaps 

into ew ands on Ihe Ballo M Jen, 
жайа trendy and wove à the mene 
mimes He тз short tory stk 
1 Ma wespon, his таре and, Ка 
Pride of manhood. How Freudian con 
pepe 

vorne man 

(log it om sith No, 9 brush) 
Fond) Ва 1 hear someone say Rood? 
Why, эй, that’ а word tat shes по 
texto my меш Му hend ts о 
ми unwell” My sengih ав the 
гең ofen bec m heart pare 
en 
auo 

Nena iind y head and y heart and 
Jo Vl lare y nome, sn? And 
What чо change the vernacular Mighty. 
iyo masaq 

тозе мак 
You man my росою, 4? Fate 
Tapper And my name Romen. 

jou юш. 
Romeo? Like i» Rom ver in the dove? 
(she hat lefi the егі and sing up 
Cad down the neacomers hores The 
Shea tamia name. a 


ROMEO 
1с Sicilian, ma'm. 
quur вой. 
Civilian? 
комо 
No, Sicilian —а very ancient people. 


Julie Doll, stop slidin' up and down 
Thet young feller like that! 

дш ооп. 
But 1 like to, Pappy: everthang slides 
down nice and greasy. 


‘COLONEL. 

Come on in the house, юв... 

Come on in? I thought I was int 
сома 


Everbudda makes thet mistake — it’s this 
consarned, cotton pickin' set design. Jest 
set down anywhere — it don’t make по 
never mind. (хомко sets on JULIE DOLL, 
who is conveniently groveling at his 
Jeet.) Now then, young feller, yo" hap- 
реп to be a man with furrin blood, and 
thet's a diedvantage in these parts, but 
this raimstoppin you spoke about — it 
sho enough sounds sweet to my ears. 
How you aim to go "bout it? 

Well sir. fist T just sort of rare up and 
spread out my arms: then ГЇЇ snort some, 
and spit; then TII do some hawg callin’ 
for а spell: then ГЇЇ incantate з few in- 
cantations — such as - . , Tetragramma- 
ton! Poontang! New Directions! Nan 
nicberric! Tippecanoe and Tyler Тоо! 
And then? Why then, sir, the douds will 


roll away . . . and the sun will show its 
shinin' face... and the good rich earth 
of Verona, Tennessee (population, 75) 
will soak up the water like a big old 
sponge! 
guur оц. 

Thers mighty ‘Mighty purty! 
Yor sho do шї mighty par, 

xoro. 
Well, ma'm. beggin’ your pardon, you 
are mighty purty your own sell. 

AUNT HYACINTH 

‘These here dandelions are mighty purty, 
100. Poems of nature! 

coroner 
Anybody fixin’ to call me mighty purty 
better duck quick. Now, look, son — 1 
don't mind sayin’ you sho do talk a 
pow ful spell ої rainstoppin’, But whats 
tin? and hawgeallin and incantatin’ 
gonna cost me? 

roro 
Ny standard price is one hundred dol 
Jars, Colonel. Вис (or you, because you 
are a fullblooded native of this sover- 
ign state and Г am but a lowly Si 
the price is Ену dollars— Confederate 
dollars, sir! 


“Thee goes without sayin’. 1 wouldn't be 
caught dead with thet no good Yankee 
money. 
тече von 
Xo wouldn't be caught aline with it, 
rather! 
(aside) 
Aunt Hyacinth, Y think yo! and 1 ought 
ло mosey inside — 
AUNT HACKS 
We are inside. 
соломи 
Well then, we oughta mosey outside 
and discus the state of the Cepulet fi 
ances 
лом ален 


Wha’? 
сомма. 
(roaring) 
MONEY, you snivelin’ idiot (То 


комго) Will you excuse us for a spell? 
(совоми. eAPULET and AUNT нулама. 
mosey inside. I mean outside) 

nomo 
Miss Capulet, ma'm, now that we're 
alone, Т can say somethin’. 

уйк ооп. 

Would you stop setin’ on me first? 

комго 
Oh! (He rises and she untangles herself 
This is as good a time as any to mention 
that her only garment is a thin slip that 
is too tight, too short, and, due lo the 
fect that both shoulder straps are broken, 
is periodically oozing down and reveal- 
ing her posterior superior iliac dimples.) 
Miss Capulet . . . can 1 call you Julie 
Doll 


[continued on page 68) 


vikki dougan makes marvelous exits 


pictorial By SAM BAKER 
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has made us look with new admiration 
upon HLAYMov-cartoonist Jack Cole. Her 
name is Vikki Dougan, and she is the 
living realization of а style trend Jack 
prophesied in our 

Foretold Cole 
mont fror 


GIAN міом om the West Coast 


ary 1956 issue. 
“Having milked the ut 
décolletage, fashion will take 
n experimental plunge into ‘derrier. 
e^" Stylesetting Vikki, oth 
Known as The Back (a transparent күрес 
doche for "The Backside), h 

plunge. 

At the Hollywood Foreign Press As 
sociation’s 1957 awards banquet, Vikki 
turned up in a gown that was not only 
backless but virtually seatless too — cut 
down to reveal several startling inches 
of reverse cleavage. Masculine eyeballs 
popped, as did the Rashbulbs of United 


Press, who caught Vikki with her rear- 
ard down and sent over the wires a 
ing photo that had tw be judi 
ciously cropped for newspaper publica: 
his gal" reported Tinseltown 
micer Mike Connelly, “makes great 
exin!" Present at the affair (which was 
held at Hollywood's Cocoanut Grove) 
were Sir Laurence Olivier, Mike Todd. 
Kirk Douglas, Nicky Hilton, Sam Gold 
жуп and other stalwarts, not 
Jayne Mansfeld, Elizabeth 7 
Mamie Van Doren, three ladies who 
went mine green at Vikki's newsmaking 
Some talk of "bad taste” was ban 
about by women with more conves 


cleavage expmed. but Vikki said some 
thing to the effect that people in glass 
dreses shouldn't throw stones and 


pointed out that she was only following 


mg procedure for star 
{ees by displaying her assets. “I'm not 
busty,” she confewed, demurely, "so 
whats a girl to do?" 

You may have glimmed Vikki in The 
Great Man (she played the network re 
ceptionist who "made a great exit" from 
Keenan Wynn's apartment) and, before 
that, on TV (as one of Jackie G 
And-Away-We-Go girls). We under 
José Ferrer auditioned over 200 girls for 
the Man bit before coming to the decision 
that Vikki had the precise talents re- 
quired; we understand further that John 
Wayne, after catching her unbridled u 
dulation in the Ferrer fick, lost no time 
in signing her to an exclusive contract 

You might say things are looking up 
for the dorsal Miss Dougan chiefly be 
cause the men are looking док 


At the Foreign Press Banquet in Hollywood, Lo Dougor’s bockless dress ord 
dressless back caused tongue-clucking ord shuner-dlicking by the United Pres. 


There's much to be said for the front of The Back, 


The wirephoto thet flashed across the nation. 
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Double Cross up лекне ans) 

e ños de elta скат 
С ун 
Sat Saou vola te pas 
кен аа 


OK, so we don't turn on Ше light. 
"But they'll catch on, foe.” Charlie 
protested, “You know, little manner- 
isms, little ways of doing things. Every 
guy has his own way of going about 
ings, don't you think? For instance, 
when 1—* 

But here again we must draw a veil 
Over the conversation of the next few 
minutes. It was edifying, on a very prac 

al level, and it is a pity to be missing. 
it. We can rejoin Joe and Charlie аз 
they were getting up from the table, 
somewhat unsteadily, and making th 

y toward their respective appoint- 
ments. 

“Just remember,” Joe was saying. 
“along with all the other stuff I told 
you about, to snuffle in her neck, right 
under her chin. ‘That's the tipofl 

“And you bite her on the ear,” Char 
lie said, "You know when.” 

“And we'll meet again here at the 
bar," Joe said. "In about half an hour?" 

(ou won't want that long.” Charlie 
said. “Fifteen minutes tops" 

Amd so these two young men took 
their leave of the Hegira Room. Joe en: 
tered Charlie's room and Charlie, four 
doors away, entered Jocs. The rooms 

E identical, they had no trouble 
finding their way about As they dis 
товед, their eyes became accustomed to 
the dim light, and each beheld, in the 
double bed, the top of a blonde head. 
Hearts thumping wnadly wi 
of the adventure, each slipped into con- 
tiguity, and subsequent embraces, with 


nursing and snorting under her chin. 
and that Gloria was even more entranced 

nip өш the car, at just the 
right time, we must leave unreported 
the other much more spectacular events 
of the next not 15 minutes, not half 
an hour, but nigh onto an hour and a 
halt. 

AS it happened, things very nearly 
went amiss: that is it was almost dis 
covered. who was sleeping with whom. 
Joe and Gloria, to the accompaniment 
of several indiscreet female shrieks, com 
cluded their transaction before Charlie 
and Sheila had exhausted the posibili 
ties inherent in theirs. Gloria, in a veri 
table transport of wellbeing, had bee 
Jed to expect her partner to fall into in- 
sensate slumber; she was therefore sur- 
prised to observe that he arose, reclothed 
himself, and departed, whistling softly 
to himself, After a minute or зо she also 
Rot up and dressed. intent on getting 
back to her proper habitat. But on ар. 
proaching her room. and pressing her 


she asked heel. "Alt all, that’s me 
he's in there with, Or s i^ The dread 
fal suspicion dawned in her that her 
husband had discovered he was partak 
ing of forbidden fruit, and was feasting 
to his full For a critical instant she com 
sidered bursting in and taxing him with 
this impropriety- But thinking better ol 
it she withdrew to а dark corner, glow: 
ering. and awaited Sheila's exit 

Instead, it was a man who let J 
she inated. He seemed to һе making 
toward the bar. Not pausing to wonder 
what that might mean, Gloria strode 
inte, her room and found Sheila sitting 
up in bed, dard, brushing strands of 
hair out of ber face, altogether breath 
ка. 

"OK, І win, Sheila said. “You're 
luckier. Holy cow!" 

“You sure he didn’t know 1 was you. 
or you were me, or something?” Gloria 
asked, in the steely voice of the іш 


It was always Oh. 
Gloci and "АВ, Gloria’ and ‘Where did 
you kam that, Gloria’ — so it was you. 
all right, and all I can say is you're the 
luckiest girl alive, Oh gracious" 

Mollified by фіз statement, Gloria 
was constrained to dispute her title 10 
such preeminence. 

"Oh no Im not." she sid. I got a 
long way to go before | catch up with 
you. L always thought my Joe was pretty 
good, but your Charlie makes him look 
like an elderly clergyman.” 

“Ав elderly clergyman?” Sheila cried. 
“Phat man who just left here? Holy 
smoke, Gloria, if you think that was 
tame you must have made an awful lot 
of trips to the welll" 

“The girls continued for some time in 
this vein, congratulating each other on 
their own husbands’ proficiency, even 
Citing an example now and then to drive 
their points home. Neither could be рег 
sided that the man she had enter 
tained was not better than her own hus 
band in every important respect. Mean 
while, these selfsume husbands were 
seated again at the bar, engaged in much 
the same conversation. 

Whats been keeping you so long?” 
Joc asked when Charlie came in. 
been sitting here for half an hour: 

fant Charlie exclaimed. “That girl 
isn't good enough for you? E never been 
жо busy in my Ше 

"You mean it?” Joe asked. “Must be 
something wrong. You sure she didn’t 
know who you were?" 


“Absolutely.” Charlie said. “I gave 
her that wheeze in the neck, you know, 
and you'd of thought it had never hap 
pened to her before. ‘Oh, Joe she 
holler, and seu off like а wild mare 
through а prairie fire." 

“Same thing happened to me,” Joe 
reported, “And when 1 chomped her on 
the car, like you told me — man, for a 
minute there | thought Fd have to leave 
Without the family jewels” 

“What?” Charlie asked: “Is this Sheila 
you're talking about? Impossible! You 
must of got into the wrong room. Sheila 
is like a mowe with a hangover 

"Man. how wrong can you be?" Joe 


asked. "Now И you were talking about 
Gloria — yes." 
how wrong can you Ъ Char 


Це rejoined. 
The men looked at each other in 
astonishment. 
Vell, РИ be damned” Joe stated. 
“Well, Il be damned too!” Charlie 
declared. 
But as they made thcir way back to 
their rooms they got to thinking, Their 
ical, the 


My wife just isn't that good. The 
whole thing is totally and completely 
impossible. 

1 got it! This guy just hasn't been 
around much, that's all. 

But hell, he was in there for more 
than an hous! Му wife must have been 
coming up with something. 

(Herc а pause, while а new idea was 
born. Then:) 
maybe Гт missing the boat right 

ту own creek? 

This got to know. Tonight. 

“Night, Charlie.” Joe whispered at 
his door. "Hope 1 got the strength to 
make the bed. I'm not long for this 
жопа” 

“So long, Joe.” Charlie answered. * 
only hope Sheila's asleep. I'm dead. 

‘Once inside their doors, however, Joc 
and Charlie manilested the liveliest ac 
tivity. Once again, and all unknowing, 
that it was once again, they tasted, to 
the surprive and delight of their wi 
the blessings of connubial union, E 
discovered that he had indeed been 
missing something — had bre 
in fact, a great deal. Life, though й 
promised to be a good deal more stren 
uous, appeared much rosier, Amd the 
girls, cach alerted to her good fortune 
by the other, found that their high es 
teem of their husbands should have 
been, if anything, even higher. 

"The moral of this tale is plain: you 
certainly do meet wonderful people at 
the Mecca Motel, and it's worth every 
penny of $26 а day. 


“Oh, Lara-arry, I've slipped into something more comfortable.” 
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ter” door to have "another go," as Andre 
called ic 

1 now expected that my husband 
would invite some of his colleagues and 
Air Ministry specials to come down. 
He usually did this when he had finished 
a research job and, before handing them 
long detailed reports which he always 
typed himself, he would carry out an 
experiment or two before them. But this 
time, he just went on working. One 
morning 1 finally asked him when he 
intended throwing his usual “surprise 
party.” as we called іс 

“No, Helene; not for a long while 
yet. This discovery is much too im 
portant. I have an awful lot of work to 
Чо on it still. Do you realize that there 
are some parts of the transmission proper 
which 1 do not yet myself fully under 
stand? It works all right, but you see, 
1 can’t just say to all these eminent pro 
fesor that 1 do this and that and, poof, 
it workst 1 must be able to explain how 
and why it works. And what is even 
more important, | must be ready and 
able to refute every destructive argument 
they will not fail to trot out, as they 
usually do when faced with anything 
really good." 

T was occasionally invited down to the 


(continued [rom page 46) 


laboratory to witness some new experi 
ment, but I never went unless Andre 
invited me, and only talked about his 
work if he broached the subject frst 
Of course it never occurred to me that 
he would, at that stage at least, have 
tried an experiment with a human be 
ing: though, had I thooght about it — 
knowing Andre — it would have been ob- 
vious that he woukl never have allowed 
anyone into the “transmitter” before he 
had been through to test it first, Tt was 
only after the accident that I discovered 
he had duplicated all his switches inside 
the disintegration booth, so that he could 
try it out by himself. 

‘The morning Andre tried this terrible 
experiment, he did not show up for 
lunch. I sent the maid down with a tray, 
Lut she brought it back with a note she 
had found pinned outside the labora 
"Do not disturb me, I am 


He did occasionally pin such notes on 
his door and, though 1 noticed it, Г paid 
na particular attention to the unusually 
large handwriting of his mote. 

Jt was just alter that, as 1 was drink. 
ing my coffee, that Henri came bouncing 
into the room to say that he had caught 
з funny Ву. and would I like to see it 


^I have to rent a furnished room for a week. 
Му mother is coming to visit me. 


Refusing even to look at his closed fist, 
ordered him to release it immediately. 

“But, Maman, it has such a funny 
white head!” 

Marching the boy over to the open 
window, l told him to release the Ву 
immediately, which he did, T knew that 
Henri had caught the fly merely because 
he thought it looked curious or difieren 
to other fies, but 1 also knew tha 
Father would never stand for any form of 
cruelty to animals, and that there would 
be a fuss should he discover that our son 
had put a fly in a box or a bottle. 

At dinner time that evening, Andre 
had still not shown up and a litte 
worried, I ran down to the laboratory 
and knocked at the door. 

He did not answer my knock, but 1 
heard him moving around and a moment 
later he slipped a note under the door 
Ik was typewritten: 

ALLEN, LAM HAY 
BOY то WED AND COME BACK IN AN HOURS 

Frightened, 1 knocked and called, but 
Andre did not seem to pay any at 
tention and, vaguely тезше! by the 
familiar noise of his typewriter, T went 
back t0 the house. 

Having put Henri to bed, I returned. 
to the laboratory where I found another 
note slipped under the door. My hand 
shook as 1 picked it up because I knew 
‘by then that something must be radically 
wrong. I read: 
кот TO LOSE YOUR NERVE OR DO ANYTHING 
KASH BECAUSE YOU ALONE CAN HLP NE 1 
HAVE HAD А SERIOUS ACCIDENT. 4 AM NOT 
IN ANY PARTICULAR DANGER кок ТИЕ TIN. 
BEING THOUGH (T 1$ A MATTER OF LIEF AXD 
DEATH. IT ts USELESS CALLING 10 ME OR 
SAYING ANYTHING, | CANNOT ANSWER, 1 
CANNOT SPEAR, 1 WANT YOU TO DO EXACTLY 
AND VERY CAREFULLY ALL THAT 1 ASK- 
AFTER HAVING KNOCKED THREE TIMES TO 
SHOW тилт YOU UNDERSTAND AND AGE 
этен ME A BOWL OF мик LACED Wr 
ком. 1 HAVE MAD NOTHING ALL DAY АМ 
CAN po WIM Ir. 

Shaking with fear, not knowing what 
to think and repressing и furious desire 
to call Andre and bang away until he 
opened, 1 knocked three tines as re 
quested and ran all the way home to 
fetch what he wanted. 

In les than five minutes 1 was back, 
Another note had been slipped under 
the door: 

HILINE, FOLLOW THESE INSTRUCTIONS 
CAREFULLY, WHEN YOU KNOCK. TLL OPEN 
TE DOOR. YOU ARE TO WALK OVEN ТО MY 
Desk AND PUY DOWN THE BOWL OF мі 
YOU WILL THEN GO INTO тиг отити во 
WHERE THE RECEIVER і, LOOK CAREFULLY 
AND тку TO FIND A FLY WINCH оронт TO 
ве THERE BUT WIUCH т AM UNABLE TO 
FIND. UNFORTUNATELY 1 CANNOT SEE SMALL 


BEFORE YOU COME IN YOU MUST PROMISE 
то OBEY ME IMPLICITLY. pO NOT LOOK AT 
ME AND REMEMBER THAT TALKING IS QUITE 
USELESS. 1 CANNOT ANSWER. KNOCK AGAIN 
THREE TIMES AND THAT WILL MEAN 1 HAYE 
YOUR PROMISE. MY LIFE DEPENOS ENTIRELY 
ON тн HEL YOU CAN GIVE МЕ 

1 had to wait a while to pull myself 
together, and then T knocked slowly 
three times. 


door, then his hand fumbling wi 
lock, and the door opened. 

Out of the corner of my eye, 1 saw 
that ће was standing behind the door 
but without looking round, 1 carried th 
bowl of milk to his desk. Не was evi 
dently watching me and 1 must at all 
сома appear calm and collected. 

"Cheri, you can count on me,” 1 said 
ng the bowl down under. 
опе alight. 1 
п where all ihe. 


lights were blazing. 

Му first impression was that some sort 
of hurricane must have blown out of 
the receiving booth. Papers were scat 
tered in every direction, a whole row 
of test tubes lay smashed in a comer 
chairs and stools were upset and опе 
of the window curtains hung half torn 
from its bent rod. In a large enamel 
basin on the floor a heap of burned 
documents was still smoldes 

T knew that 1 would пос find the Пу 
Andre wanted me to look for. Women 
know things that men only suppose by 
reasoning and deduction; it is a form of 
knowledge very rarely accessible to them. 
and which they disparagingly call in 
tuition. Т already knew thar the fly Andre 
wanted was the one which Henri had 
caught and which 1 had made him 
release. 

T heard Andre shi 
next room, and th 


Ming around in the 
а strange gurgling 


» there is no fly here. Can you 
give me any sort of indication that might 
help? И you can't speak, rap or some- 
thing + , you know: once for yes, twice 
for no." 

1 had tried to control my voice and 
speak as though perfectly calm, but 1 
had to choke down a sob of desperation 
when he rapped twice for "no, 

“May 1 come to you Andie? 1 don't 
know what can have happened. bat 
whatever 11 be courageous, dear." 


he tapped once on 

Ac the door I stopped aghast at the 
sight of Andre standing with his head 
and shoulders covered by the brown 
velvet cloth he had taken from a table 
by his desk, the table on which he usually 
ate when he did not want to leave his 
work. Suppressing a laugh that п 
easily have turned to sobbing. I suid: 


"Andre, well search thoroughly to: 
morrow, by daylight. Why don't you go. 
to bed? ГИ lead you to the guest room 
if you like, and won't let anyone che 
see you.” 

His left hand tapped the desk twice. 

“Do you need а doctor, Andre?” 

“No,” he rapped. 

"Would you like me to call up Pro- 
fessor Augier? He might be of more 
help..." 

Twice he rapped “no” sharply. 1 did 
not know what to do or say. And then 
1 told him: 

"Henri caught a fly this morning which 
he wanted to show me, but 1 made him 
release it. Could jt have been the one 
you are looking for? 1 didn't see it, but 
the boy said its head was white.” 

Andre emitted a strange metallic sigh, 
and 1 just had time to bite my fingers 
fiercely in order not to scream. Не had 
let his right arm drop, and instead of his 
long-fingered muscular hand, a gray stick 
with little buds on it like the branch 
of a tree, hung out of his sleeve almost 
down to his Knee. 

"Andre, mon cheri, tell me what hap- 
pened, I might be of more help to you 
iE 1 knew. Andre - . . oh. its terrible!” 
1 sobbed, unable 10 control mysel. 

Having rapped once for уез, һе pointed 
хо the door with his left hand. 

1 stepped out and sank down crying as 


he locked the door behind me, He was 
typing again and I waited. At last he 
shuffled to the door and slid 2 sheet of 
paper under it 

HELENE, COME BACK IN THE MORNING: 
1 MUST THINK AND WILL MAVE TYPED OUT 
AN EXPLANATION FOR YOU. ТАКЕ ONE OF 
ED. 1 NEED YOU FRESH AND STRONG TO- 
MORROW, MA PAUVKI CHEMIE, А 

“Do you want anything for the night, 
Andre?” 1 shouted through the door. 

Не knocked twice for no, and a lite 
later 1 heard the typewriter a 

The sun full on my face woke me up 
with a start, I had set the alanm«lock 
for five but had not heard it, probably 
because of the sleeping tablets. 1 had 
indeed slept like a log, without a dream. 
Now I was back in my living nightmare 
and crying like a child 1 sprang out of 
bed. It was just on sevent 

Rushing into the kitchen, without a 
word for the startled servants, 1 rapidly 
prepared a trayload of coffee, bread and 
butter with which 1 ran down to the 
laboratory. 

Andre opened the door as soon as 1 
knocked and closed it again as I carried 
the tray to his desk. His head was will 
covered, but I saw from his crumpled 
suit and his open camp-bed that he must 
have at least tried to rest. 

On his desk lay a typewritten sheet for 


“Saway! This looks like a pretty exciting place!” 
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me which I picked up. Andre opened 
the other door, and taking this to mean 
that he wanted to be left alone, I walked 
into the next room. He pushed the door 
to and Í heard him pouring out the 
coffee as 1 read: 

DO YOU REMEMBER THLE ASIC TRAY 
EXPERIMENT? Y HAVE. HAD A SIMILAR ACCI- 
DENT. 1 "TRANSMITTED" MYSELF SUCCESS 
FULLY тик NIGHT. BEFORE LAST. DURING А 
SECOND EXVERINYNT YPSIPRDAY А FLY 
WHICH DID NOT SRE MUST HAVE бот INTO 
CTFERATOR.” MY ONLY MONT 15 
IND THAT FLY AND 
WITH IT, PLEASE SEARCH. FOR TT CAREFULLY 
MINCE, IF тт 1 NOT FOUND, 1 SHALL MAVE 
то FIND A WAY OF PUTTING AN ЕКО TO ALL 
тн. 

lf only Andre had been more explicit! 
1 shuddered at the thought that he must 
be terribly disfigured and then cried 
softly as 1 imagined his face й 
ог perhaps his eyes in place of his can, 
ог his mouth at the back of his neck, or 
worse! 

Andre must be saved! For that. the 
fly must be found! 

Pulling myself together, I said: 

"Andre, may I come in?” 

He opened the door. 

“Andre, don't despair; 1 am going to 
find that fly. It is no longer in the 
laboratory, but it cannot be very far. 
1 suppose you're disfigured, perhaps ter- 
ribly so, but there can be по question 


of putting an end to all this as you say 
in your note; that 1 will never stand for. 
Ш necessary, if you do not wish to be 
seen, ГЇЇ make you a mask or a cowl so 
that you can go on with your work until 
you get well again. If you cannot work, 
TU call Profesor Augier, and he and 
all your other friends will save you, 
Andre” 

Again 1 heard that curious metalic 
sigh as he rapped violently on his desk. 

“Andre, don’t be annoyed: please be 
talm. 1 won't do anything without first 
consulting you, but you must rely on mic, 
have faith in rae and kt me help you ax 
best I can, Are you terribly disfigured. 
dear? Can't you let me we your face? 


1 won't be afraid... 1 am your wife 
you know.” 
But my husband again rapped a de- 
уе “no” and pointed to the door. 
MAN right. 1 am going to search lor 


the fly now, but promise me you won't 
do anything foolish: promise you won't 
Чо anything rash or dangerous without 
frt letting me know all about. 

He extended his left hand, and 1 
knew 1 had his promise 

1 will never forget that ceaseless day 
Jong hunt for а fy. Back home, 1 turned 
the house insideout and made all the 
servants join in the search. I told them 
that a Ву had escaped from the Pro- 
fesor's laboratory and that й must be 
captured alive, but it was evident they 


“Somebody up there hates те: 


already thought me crazy. They said so 
to the police later, and that days hunt 
for a fly most probably saved mc from 
the guillotine later. 

1 questioned Henri and as he failed 
to understand right away what 1 was 
talking about, 1 shook him and slapped 
him, and made him cry in front of the 
roundeyed maids Realizing that 1 must 
not let myself go, 1 kissed and petted the 
poor boy and at last made him under- 
stand what 1 wanted of him. Yes, he 
remembered, Не had found the fiy just 
by the kitchen window; yes, he had re- 
eased it immediately as told to. 

Even in summer time we had very few 
fies became our house is on the top of 
a hill and the slightest breeze со 
across the valley blows round it. То spite 
of that, 1 managed to catch dorens of 
flies that day. On all the window sills 
and all over the garden 1 had put saucers 
of milk, sugar, jam, meat — all the things 
likely to attract flies OF all those we 
caught, and many others whieh we failed 
to wich but which 1 saw, none те 
seribled the one Henri had caught the 
day before. One by one, with a magnify- 
ing glas, examined every unusual йу, 
‘but none had anything like a white head. 

At lunch time, 1 ran down to Andre 
with some milk and mashed potatoes. 1 
also took some of the flies we Bad caught, 
but he gave me to understand that they 
could be of no possible use to him. 

“И that Пу has not been found tonight, 
Andre, well have to sec what is 10 be 
done. And this is what 1 propose: ГИ 
sit in the next room. When you can't 
answer by the yes.no method of rapping. 
you'll type out whatever you want to 
say and then slip it under the door. 
Agreed?" 

“Yes” rapped Andre. 

By nightfall we had stil! not found 
the fy. At dinner time, as 1 prepared 
Andre's tray, I broke down and sobbed 
in фе kitchen in front of the silent 
servants, My maid thought that 1 had 
had a row with my husband, probably 
about the mislaid fly, but I learned later 
that the cook was already quite sure that 
1 was out of my mind, 

Without a word, | picked up the tray 
and then put it down again as 1 stopped 
by the telephone. That this was really 
a matter of life and death for Andre, 1 
had no doubt. Neither did 1 doubt that 
he fully intended committing suicide, 
unless 1 could make him change his 
mind, or at Teast put off such a drastic 
decision. Would I be strong enough? He 
would never forgive me for not keeping 
а promise, but under the circumstances, 
did that really matter? To the devil with 
promises and honor! At all costs Andre 
must be saved! And having thus made 
up my mind, I looked up and dialed 
Profesor Augier’s number, 

“The Professor is away and will not 


be back before the end of the week. 
said a polite neutral voice at the other 
end of the line, 

"That was that! E would have to fight 
alone and fight I would. I would save 
Andre come what may. 

АШ my nervousness һай disappeared 
as Andre let me in and, alter putting 
the tray of food down on his desk, 1 
went into the other room, as agreed. 

ig 1 want to know." T 


is what happened exactly. Can you 
please tell me, Andre?” 

1 waited patiently while he typed an 
answer which he pushed under the door 
a lile later 

mrene, 1 WOULD кіні кот TELL 
YOU. siNCK co 1 MUSE, 1 WOULD KATIE 


YOU REMEMBER ME As т WAS BEFORE. L 
MUST DESTROY. муна IN SUCH А WAY 
THAT KONE CAN тому KNOW WHAT 
(A5 HAPPENED To ME. 1 HAVE OF COURSE 
THOUGHT OF SIMPLY DISINTEGRATING MY- 
SELF ик му TRANSMITTER, MUY 1 HAD BET: 
(OL BECAUSE, SOONER OR LATER, 1 
FIND MYSELF REINTEGRATED. SOME 
WHERE, SOME SCIENTIST в SURE 


то MAKE пи SAME DISCOVERY. 1 HAYE 


“TEKEFOKE THOUGHT OF А WAY WHICH те 
жених SIMPLE NOR EASY, BUT YOU CAN 
For several minutes 1 wondered. if 
Andre had not simply gone stark raving 
mad. 
Andre,” I said at last, “whatever you 
у have chosen or thought of, 1 cannot. 
“and will never accept such a cowardly 
solution. No matter how awful the re- 
sult of your experiment or accident, you 
are alive, you are а man, a brain . » 
and you have a soul. You have no right 
to destroy yourself! You know that!” 
he answer was soon typed and 
pushed under the door. 

! AM ALIVE ALL тит, WUT 1 AM міо 
READY NO LONGER А МАК, AS то МУ DRAIN 
ок INTELLIGENCE, IT MAY DISAPPEAR AT 
ANY MOMENT. AS VT 8, T 15 NO LONGER 
INTACT. AND THERE CAN BE ко SOLE. WITH 
OUT INULLIGENGE + « + AND YOU KNOW 
matt 

“Then you must tell the other scien: 
tists about your discovery. They will 
help you and save you, Andre!" 

T staggered back frightened as he an- 
қойу humped the door twice. 

ийге... why? Why do you refuse 
the aid you know they would give you 
with all their пешо?" 

А down furious knocks shook the 
door and made me understand Шак шу 
husband would never accept such а so- 
lution. I had to find other arguments 

For hours, it seemed, 1 talked to him 
about our boy, about me, about his fam 
йу, about his duty to us and to the rest 
of humanity, He made no reply of any 
sort. At last 1 

"Andre... do you hear me?” 


"Yes" he knocked very gently. 

“Well. listen then. 1 have another 
idea. You remember your first experi- 
ment with the ash tray? . . Well, do you 
think that if you had put it through 
again а second time, it might possibly 
have come out with the levers turned 
back the right мау?" 

Before 1 had finished speaking, Andre 
was busily typing and a moment later 
1 read his answer: 

1 HAVE ALREADY THOUGHT OF THAT. AND 
TAT WAS WHY 1 NEEDED THE FLY. IT MAS 
соз то со THROUGH WIIN ме. THERE в 
ко Work OTHERWISE. 

“Try all the same, Andre, You never 
know!" 

1 WAVE TRIED SEVEN TIMES ALREADY, 
the typewritten reply 1 got to that. 
Andre! Try again, please" 

"The answer this time gave me a fut 
ter of hope, because no woman has ever 
understood. or will ever understand. 
how а man about to die can possibly 
consider anything funny. 

RINE LOGIC. WE COULD GO ок DOING тіп 
EXTERIMENT UNTIL. DOOMSDAY. HOWEVER, 
JUST то GIVE YOU THAT PLEASURE, PROD- 
Атал тыг VERY LAST t SUALL EVER DE 
ABLE то GIVE YOU, 1 WILL TRY ONCE MORE 
IF YOU CANNOT FIND THE DARK GLASSES, 
Turis YOUR HANES OVER YOUR EVES. LET 

“Ready Andrei” 1 shouted without 
even looking for the glasses and follow- 
ing his instructions 

T heard him moving around and then 
‘open and close the door of his “disinte- 
iator.” After what semed a very long 
wait. but probably was not more than 
а minute or so, 1 heard з violent crack- 
Ting noise and perceived a bright fash 
through my eyelids and fingers 

I turned around as the cabin door 


opened. 

His head and shoulders still covered 
with the brown velvet carpet, Andre 
was gingerly stepping out of it 

“How do you feel Andre? Any difler- 

Не ied to мер away from me and 
caught his foot іп опе of the stools 
which 1 had not troubled to pick up. 
He made a violent effort to regain his 
Valance, and the velvet carpet slowly 
slid off his shoulders and head a» he 
Tell heavily backwards 

"The horror was too much lor me, too 
unexpected. As a matter of fact, | am 
sure that, even had 1 known, Ше hor- 
Torimpact could hardly have been less 
powerful. Trying to push both hands 

to my mouth to stile my screams and 
although my fingers were bleeding. 1 
screamed again and again, 1 could not 
take my сусу off him, 1 could not even 
dose them, and yet 1 knew that il 1 
looked at the horror much longer, 1 
would go on scrcaming, for the rest of 

ny life. 
Slowly, the monster, the thing that 
had been my husband, covered its head, 
ot up and groped its way to the door 
and passed it. Though still screaming, 
1 was able to close my eyes. 

1 who had ever been a true Catholic, 
who believed in God and another, bet- 
ter life hereafter, have today but опе 
hope: that when 1 die, 1 really dic, and 
that there may be no afterlife of any 
sort becuse, if there is, Шеп 1 shall 
never forget! Day and night, awake or 
asleep, 1 see it, and 1 know that 1 am 
condemned to see it forever, even per- 
haps into oblivion! 

Until 1 am totally extinct, nothing 
сал, nothing will ever make me forget 
that dreadful white hairy head with its 
low flat skull and its two pointed cars 
Pink and moist, the nose was also that 
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of a cat, a huge cat. But Ше eyest Or 
rather, where the eyes should have been 
were two brown bumps the size of жив: 
cers, Instead of a mouth, animal or hu- 
man, was a long hairy vertical sit from 
which hung a black quivering trunk 
that widened at the end, trumpectibe, 
and from which saliva kept dripping. 

1 must have fainted, because 1 found 
myself Hat on my stomach on the cold 
cement floor of the laboratory, staring. 
at the closed door behind which 1 could 
hear the noise of Andres typewriter, 

Numb, smb and empty, I must have 
looked as people do immediately alter 
a terrible accident, before they fully шь 
derstand what has happened. 1 could 
only think of а man 1 had once seen 
on Ше platform of a railway station. 
Quite conscious, and ooking stupidly 
at his leg still on the line where the 
train had just passed. 

My throat was aching terribly, and 
that n my vocal 
chords had not perhaps been torn, and 
whether Í would ever be able to speak 
again. 

The noise of the typewriter suddenly 
stopped and 1 felt 1 was going to scream 
again as something touched the door 
and a sheet of paper slid Irom under it 

Shivering with fear and disgust, 
crawled over to where 1 could read it 
without touching it: 

Ком YOU UNDERSTAND. THAT LAST EX- 
PERIMENT WAS A SEW DISASTER MY POOR 
HELEKE. 1 SUPPOSE YOU RECOGRIZED PART 
ог DANDELO'S HEAD. WHEN 1 WERT INTO 
тик DISINTEGRATOR JUST NOW, MY HEAD 
WAS ONLY THAT OF A FLY. 1 NOW ONLY 
HAVE ITS EYES AND MOUTH LEFT. THE REST 
HAS MEEN REPLACED шү РАКТЬ OF THE 
CAT'S HEAD. POOR DANDELO WHOSE ATOMS 
HAD NEVER COME тості. YOU SEE NOW 
THAT тыгак CAN ONLY ВЕ ONE POSSIBLE 
SOLUTION, DON'T YOU? 1 MUST DISAPPEAR 
KNOCK ON THE DOOR WHEN YOU ARE 
HEADY. AND 1 SHALL EXPLAIN WHAT YOU 
AYE то bo. 

OL course he was right, and it had 
been wrong and cruel of me to insist on 
а mew experiment. And 1 knew that 
there was now mo possible hope, that 
any further experiments could only 
bring about worse resulta 

Getting up dazed, I went to the door 
and tried to speak, but по sound came 
ош of my throat... зо 1 knocked oncet 

You can of course guess Ше rest, He 
explained his plan in short typewritten 
notes, and 1 agreed, 1 agreed to every 
thing! 

Му head om fire, but shivering with 
cold, like an automaton, 1 followed him 
into the silent factory. In my hand was 
э full page of explanations: what I had 
tw know about the stcam hammer, 

‘or looking back, he 


po 
trolled the steam-haramer as he passed 
it. 1 went no further and watched him. 


come to a halt before the terrible insru- 

He knelt down, carefully wrapped the 
carpet round his head, and then 
stretched out flat on the ground. 

1t was not dificult, 1 was not killing 
my husband, Andre, poor Andre, had 
gone long ago. years ago it seemed. 1 
was merely carrying out his last wish 

and mine. 

Without hesitating, my eyes on the 
long stil body, 1 fly pushed the 

roke” button right in. The gre 
metallic mass seemed to drop slowly. 
was not so much the resounding clang 
of the hammer that made me jump as 
the sharp cracking which 1 had distinct- 
ly heard at the same time. My hus... 
the thing’s body shook а second and 
then lay still. 

It was then I noticed that he had 
forgotten to put his right arm, his Ay- 
leg, under the hammer. The police would 
never understand but Ше scien 
‘would, and they must mot! That had 
been Andre's fast wish, also! 

1 had to do it and quickly, too; the 
night watchman must have heard the 
hammer and would be round any mo 
ment. 1 the other button and 
the hammer slowly rose. Seeing but try- 
ing not to look, Т ran up, leaned down, 
lifted and moved forward the right arm 
‘which seemed terribly light. Back at the 
switchboard, again 1 pushed the red but 
ton, and down came the hammer a sec 
ond time. Then 1 ran all the way home. 

You know the rest and can now do 
whatever you think right. 

So ended Helene's manuscript. 

The following day 1 telephoned Com 
missaire Charas to invite him to dinner. 
"With pleasure, Monsieur Delarabre. 
Allow me, however to ask: is it the 
Commissaire you are inviting, or just 
Monsieur Chara?” 

“Have you any preference?” 

“No, not at the present moment.” 

‘Well then, make it whichever you 
like, Will eight o'clock suit your” 

Although it was raining, the Com 
missaire arrived on foot that evening. 

"Since you did not come tearing up 
to the door in your black Citroen, 1 
take it you have opted for Monsieur 
Chara, off duty?“ 

1 left the car up a sidestreet," mum- 
bled the Commisaire with a grin as the 
maid staggered under the weight ol his 
raincoat 

"Merci" he said a minute later as 1 
handed him a glass of Pernod imo 
which he tipped a few drops of water, 
watching it tum the golden amber 
liquid to pale blue milk. 

“You heard about my poor sister 
law? 

“Yo, shortly after you telephoned me 
this morning. 1 am sorry, but perhaps it 
was all for the best. Being already in 


urge of your brothers case, the 

quiry automatically comes to me." 
ТЇ suppose it was suicide 

іони а doubt. Cyanide the дас. 

tors say quite rightly; 1 found a second 


tablet in the unstitched hem of her 
dres.” 

"Monsieur est servi,” announced the 
maid. 


“I would like to show you a very 
curious document afterwards, Charan” 

‘Ah, yes. 1 heard that Madame Del 
ambre had been writing a lot, but we 
could find nothing beyond the short 
mote informing us that she was com- 
nitting suicide: 

During our téteiettte dinner, ме 
talked politics, books and films, and the 
local football club af which the Cor 
misaite was a keen supporter, 

After dinner, 1 took him up to my 
sudy where а bright fre—a habit 1 
had picked up in England during the 
war — was burning. 

Without even asking him, 1 handed 
him his brandy and mixed myself what 
he called *crushed-bug juice in soda 
жашт” his appreciation of whi 

71 would like you to read this, Charas; 
first because it was partly intended for 
you and, secondly, because it will inter- 
est you M you think Commis 
Charas has no objection, 1 would like 
to burn it after: 

Without a word, he took the wad of 
sheets Helene had given me the day 
before and settled down to read them. 

"Wat do you think of it all?” I asked 
some 20 minutes later as he carefully 
folded Helene's manuscript, slipped it 
into the brown envelope, and put it into 
the fire. 

‘Caras watched the flames licking the 
envelope from which wisps of gray 
smoke were escaping, and it was only 
when it burst into flames that he suid, 
slowly raising his eyes to mine: 

“L think it proves very definitely that 
Madame Delambre was quite intan 

For a long we watched the fire eating 
up Helene's "confession: 

“A funny thing happened to me this 
morning. Chars. | went to the ceme- 
чту, where my brother is buried, It was 
quite empty and 1 was alor 

"Not quite, Monsieur Delambre. 1 
was there, but 1 did not want to dis- 
turb you. 

"Then you saw me 

“Yes 1 saw you bury a matchbox.” 

"Do you know what was in it?” 

“A fly, 1 suppose.” 

“Yes 1 had found it early this morn: 
ing, caught in a spiders web in the 
garden 

“Was it dead?" 

"No. not quite 1... crushed it. 
between two stones. Its head маз... 
white. . ай whit 
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JULIE гоп. 
му pappy would turn in his grave. 
ей Your puppy is 
Doll! 


I livin’, Julie 


nm 


But. speak 
Mister Romeo, wutchall wanta talk 


xoro 
Julie Doll, 1 cun tell you're troubled 

tormented. all twisted up inside. 
Because you're unloved, that's why. Be 
came you think you're plain. Because 
you don't believe in yourself as а 
woman! But you are a woman! You 
gotta believe that! 

JULIE вой. 

ain't been сву — of all the 75 
s town, one is me. four 


Well, 


kind о? critters ca 
like me no pood. 
(impulsively) 

Let us seize the Meeting moment! (Не 
seizes the fleeting moment and then he 
seizes LIF pou. But soon he breaks 
away, disturbed.) No. | em 
not with you 


тече vore 
Whats wrong with me? (Her slip has 
slithered all the way of and itis obvious 
to the veriest етет thot there ¿net а 
thing wrong with her) 

You're a Caput And 1-1 am a 
Montaguet 

тече pou. 
Aw shucks, feller, whats in a name? А 
rose by any other name would smell as 
‘That's mighty purty! Mighty purtyt 
(Since he is staring fixedly ot a point 
just under her collar bone, he may not 
be referring to her sudden. flight of 
меу) 
et wou 
ooking offstage) 
Unoh—heah comes Tom Tybalt. (En- 
des лом түз, a large, Ieering. simian 
young тат with а hairline thot meets 
his eyebrows. Пе says nothing: merely 
ies jou bout in an offhand manner.) 
помо 

Who is this fellow? Hes 
an or an old woman. Не 
baby. 1 don't think hes a 


Julie Dell 


Толе port 
(giggling) 

he cain't even write his own 

jet my cousin, so he don't 


ROMEO 


Your cousin! But Julie Doll he's 


takin’ liberties with you! 
Jere pou 

"Thar’s all right, Mister Romeo — 1 done 

took a few liberties with him now and 

then, 100. 


But, Julie Doll. that isn't fitit 

ушш pout 
Oh, we ft tol'able well if we pat our 
minds to i 


What 1 mean, Julie Рой that is— 
you scent young girl, you 
mean, with you 


wet 


(slowly turning to wowro) 
Yawl es cer. Yawl don't 
d if 1 will! (He сар» at ow 
there ix а frenzied display o| 
phony stoge fsticufis; комво gets im a 
telling: blew with his hickory stick; тү 
вас falls, inert.) 
quur vou 

Now you done it. Now you done it 
You donc killed Tom Tybalt! 


+ Tm sony - 

June тюш. 
You're sorry! What about me? Howm 
1 gonna believe in myself as а won 
without ole Tom to he p remind me now 
and then? 


Julie Doll, 1 was hopi 
‘with me. 


you'd come away 


ШЕСІ 
You're right f Mister Romeo, but 
y pappyd Tnm 
‘off with one o° you dago Montague boys, 


Dago isn't a nice word. Julie Doll. 
quur. вой. 
Shucks, honey-lamb, we done broke сууу 
her cons why мор 
cotton to this out. 
dialogue? 
Like you sad a min- 


Does it 


atte 
so, a we by any other тате... 
(But he is interrupted by the COLONEL, 
ho reappears suddenly.) 

“There you be Fifty rare ole Con- 
Federate dollars! Now start rainstoppin’. 
(Notices том vrman уйл in a puddle.) 
Who's шей 


“And that $1,000 check we paid the author 
of "Му Life as a Forger has been cleared 
through the bank — for 810,000.” 
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ТНЕ 
BEST 
FROM 


PLAYBOY 
and 


PLAYBOY 


ANNUAL 


All the best from the 
first two years of 
PLAYBOY: fietion, 
cartoons and satire by 
Caldwell, Beaumont, 
Cole, Shulman et al., 
plus a whole host of 
other entertaining 
features. Order both 
for your library plus 
several extras as gifts. 
54.50 each 

both for $850 

send check lo 
PLAYBOY BOOK DEPT. 
332 Б. Ohio Street 
Chicago 11, MM. 


A vile waducer, sir, who was molestin’ 
your daughter. 1 slew him. 
Bully for you, son. Ain't nobody can 
molest Julie Doll and get away with it 
'ceptn* members of the immediate fam- 
йу. Here: take yore money. 
Sir— 1 don't want your money. 1 want 
your daughtert 

сова. 
Goahead, what's stoppin’ you? 

помо 

take her away with me. 

усак вош. 
Pappy will never stand for ther, Mister 
Romeo — would you. Pappy? How could 


1 mean 1 want 


Pappy believe in hivell as a man if 1 

wasn't around to Вер remind him? 
отом. 

Shucks, child — you re tergettin' thet a 

couple o’ them decadent Southron writ 


съв gahlolkst Yore рарру will make 
out all right. 

One more thing Colo 
а Be. My family n 
Montague, Schmontaguc. what's 


4. 1 cannot tell 
is— Montague! 


name — jest so long as you can stop 
confounded rain. 

Now that you mention it, Colonel, that’s 
another thing, 


What's the? 
Tm a charlatan. 
1 thought you wuz a 
You don’t understand, Colonel. 
fake. I Can't stop rain. 
(after ат awkward pause) 
amount to much, do ye? 
What are you good for? 
sowto 


Ima 


до amw 
bringer of joy. a bearer of hope, a trav 
cling Samaritan 


сломи. 
1 thought you wuz a Charlatan, 


mo lonely 
I cause pinin' girls to believe іп 

And. Colonel, 1 
lleged to know a great 


have been 1 
wath, 


coronet 
What's thet, son? 

Simply this: Verona. Tennessee (popula- 
tion, 25) — 


тық pou. 
No, 74. You're fergettin’ Tom Tybalt's 
thid. 


romeo 
топа, Tennessee doesn't need m 
k believed in ther 
re than they do: 
їп would turn to steam and) 
blow away! Colonel, | bid you adie 
Julie Doll, the memory ої your rustic 
beauty will live in my h 
JULIE тюн. 
A fine thing! Yawt come sashayin' into 
town, gettin’ a young gal all hot and 
bothered, then you kill off the only ex 
use lor a man the town's got, and go 
off and leave her with her motor 


(os he exits) 
Doll, a runnin’ motor is the best 
ree dere is, Farewell, honey! 
(He is gone.) 

As the lights dim, согома. career 
heads for the nearby writers colony and 
AUST нүмахти starts picking dandelions 
again. num vou returns to her crib 
and her thumb returns to her mouth. 
The шін grows heavier. The curtain 
falls. И is all very depressing. But ve 
member — this is only the stage version! 
In the movie, it ends lihe this: 

помо 
Doll, a runnin’ motor is the best 
ani-reeze there is. But the next best is 
a strappin’ young Samari — uh, charla — 
er. civ — Sicilian? Comme — together we'll 
span the world with келеп езде boots 
222 on wings of song ... оп lows 
golden pinions . ... together well y 
our own marvelous magic. “Tetra 
maton! 


JOU von. 
Poontang! 
coLaxrt 
(from the writers colony) 
New Directions! 
AUNT нудоти 
Namicberries! 
том TYMALT 
Tippecanoe and Tyler Tool 
Juut pou. 
look! Yare magic words 
it The 


Mister Romeo 
— hey worked! The sun is shi 
done stopped! 

JULIE BOLL joins комко, and they go 
vfi arm in arm, to the tune of “Shenan 
doak” which swells into stereophonic 

agnifirenee as everything slides dei 
the audience's gullet, nice and greasy. 
ayway, you get the general 
es for the mongrel 


stop it, the foregoing is a pretty 
soup of the American drama’ 
(est conceit, as practiced by Mes. 
sh and Inge. Speaking of 
you should have been around 
the time 1 did God's Little Acre in 
iambic peatameter and tights. But that 
is another story. 


Daisies won't tell, but you con tell the 
world you're putting your best foot й 
forward by stepping out with o F ` 
MICROSHEEN shine. 

Чез, GRIFFIN MICROSHEEN, with its costly 
waxes, rate conditioning oils and 
weather-procf Silicones, writes class cll 
over your shoes. So, to Бе а stand-out 
in any crowd, treat your shoes to thot 
well-groomed “million-dollar” 
NICROSHEEN look, Buy с con of 

GRIFFIN MICROSHEEN today. It costs so 
little. . . and losts so long! 


GRIFFIN MICROSHEEN STAIN BOOT FOLISH 


PLAYBOY 


BREAKING OF THE FAST 


Haig & Haig. You may still want the 
kind of old-fashioned catmeal that was 
started cooking the evening before and 
was then left to stand in the pot all night 
long to be reheated in the morning. It 
you live in a castle, you may want your 

this way. Some people, as the 
Is us, like it nine days old. But 


bowl and then lowering it into another 
bowl of sweet cream before raising it to 
the mouth. ‘The sensation of cold sweet 
cream and hot porridge is а (шыс 
1 pleasures, 
Thanks to the electric thermostat, a 
man can now become a griddle cake 
graduate in no time at all. The prob- 
em with griddle cakes since the time of 
King Allred has been the temperature 
of the griddle. It's either too hot ог too 
cold. One section may 


“Roll them bon 


(continued from page 30) 


the griddle cakes are on the fre wo 
long, they will become tough. М they 
are baked too Tittle, they will be raw 
inside, И they arc cooked too fast, the 
‘outsides will burn while the insides are 
still Muid. "The old fashioned griddle 
superseded! by the new, th 
controlled, even heating elec 
The same skillet is a perfect 
a wide variety of things fr 
toast to kidney stew. As a matter of fact, 
the modern breakfast chef's best help- 
тес is the electric outlet with such 
confreres as the аш colicemaker, 
toaster, table broiler. juicer and waffle 


all of its eccentricities i$ now 
mostatically 


Finally, we come to that all important. 
concomitant of the American breakfast, 
p 


Details will be found in The 
Сир of Coffee (плугоу, June 
t right here are some handy 
ib. Necd we point out that 
weak coffce is an abomination? So, for 


that matter, is the brew which is over: 
cooked, 


ferior 
fine cuffec- 
ker, thermostatically 
controlled for drip or percolator cookery, 
but do them the honor ol correctly тиса 

nds and water, staring with 
cold water (hot tap water is often tainted 
by the taste of metal pipes) and keeping. 
the ров spotlessly clean between uses, 
Apropos that, the slightest trace of soap. 
or detergent contaminates сойсо and 
renders it unpotable, зо treat your сос 
Feemaker to several rinsings alter each 
washing. If you live in an area where 
the water is hard, use distilled water for 
brewing. Some purists insist on it in 
any case. 

Collee cups, of course, should be pre 
heated by dousing or dunking with hot 
water before being brought to the table 
И you're going to deent the coffee from. 

y pot 

with hot water, too. And if there 
pany for breakfast, have the conside 
Чоп to serve separately rich cream and 
milk along with the coffee (the milk 
heated) so that everyone can blend them. 
as preferred. (We ourselves think dilut- 
ing fresh country cream with milk 
infra dig) 

Caveat for gourmets: the death of the 
best prepared breakfast lurks в 
proper service. Toast on a cold plate is 
sweaty and luke warm; milk for di 
ing should be ice cold; griddle go 
brought to the table uncovered can't he 
consumed before they cool and should 
be served on pre-heated plates. 

rravnov’s breakfast dishes, which fol- 
low, will help create your own good gus 

ies whether you cat at 
at nine AM, or at noontime. 
(2 Portions) 

‘The usual French toast is a rather 
imp affair sautéd in a griddle or shallow 
frying pan. Our version ü crisper, 
lighter and browner because it’s 
fried, Don't use the usual thin sliced 
white loaf in this recipe. Buy an u 
sliced loal, at least a day old, and cut 
it into slices yy inch thick, alter which. 
carefully trim off the crust. 

Deep fat for trying 

4 slices white bread 

2 cus 

Heavy cream 

2 tablespoons cold water 

M teaspoon salt 

Y cup white table syrup (such as 

Karo or Staley) 

1 teaspoon instant powdered coffee 

Heat the deep fat to 870°. И deep 
fat isn't available, melt fat to depth 
of one inch in a heavy skillet or in an 
electric skillet heated to 870° or until 
the first wisp of smoke appears in the 
fat. While the fat is heating, cut the 


grade of сойес. 
maken on the m 


es of bread in half diagonally. Beat 
well. Combine beaten eggs wit 
the У, cup heavy cream, cold water and 
salt. Mix well. Dip the bread in the еше 
mixture only long enough to moisten it 
through but not soaked to the breaking 
point. Lower the slices slowly into the 
hot fat, Turn to brown on both sides. 
Ü will brown quickly. In a small sauce- 
the white syrup, instant 
2 tablespoons heavy cream. 
moderate Пате until bub- 
round edge of saucepan 
over the toast on servi 


colle 
Heat over 
bles appear 
Pour 


CRIDOLE CAKES, NAM 
(2 Portions) 

1 egg well beaten. 

1 tablespoon sugar 

За cup mill. 


PECAN уш 


ind 


I teaspoon grated. М 


1 cup sifted selfrising cake four 
14 cup maple syrup 
З tablespoons pecans, coursely 

а 


2 tablespoons butter 
et the pte or the elect skillet to 
105. Г you don't have a thermostat 
cally contol gre you рони pre- 
heat the fiddle non and then text i 
for temperature before pouring ihe bat 
ter. The iron wl be hot enough wh 
3 few drops of cold water sprinkled on 
й bounce around for a second. ог two 
Dort vape 
the griddle aumpled piere of 
Taper towel to spread the Tat in a Tight 
fin on Ше griddle or we a piece of 
Бий pork 
їп à mixing bow) combine the beaten 


de the sell rising cake бош. 
Beat with a rotary egg beater or wire 
whisk untl the batter В smoot. Four 
the batter onto the preheated griddle 
iron, using a pitcher or абе. Pour 
enough to make cakes about 4 inches in 
diameter. Turn to brown on both 
sides, But don't turn them until they 
эге dull around the edge and bubbly 
nthe center, Once turned, дот 
tura them again. In а small sauce- 
pan combine the maple syrup, pecans 
amd butter. Heat over я slow Mare un- 
úl the butter mets, Reheat just before 
serving. Stack the griddle cakes on warm 
serving plates. Pour the hot syrup over 
the cakes. 

яки Kira HEARING ім CREAM 

(2 Portions) 

In America, the kippered herring put 
in cans are generally more tender and 
Tess salty than those sold individually 
at the fh counter. А 15 ounce tin will 
approximately four portions. 
them, il posible, im a shallow 
earthen coserole or in a glass pie plate, 
Serve them at the table in the same com 
tainer in order to keep them bubbly hot. 
Kippered herring may be served as a 


breakfast main course or as an accom 
paniment with scrambled eggs. In the 
laner case, the following two portion 
recipe would be sufficient for four. 


1 medium size onion 
1 tablespoon butter 

1⁄4 cup light sweet cream 
i 


tablespoon bread crumbs 

kippered herring (4 ball pieces of 

the split 

Paprika 

Preheat oven to 430°. Cut the peeled 
з in half lengthwise. Then cut 

ппен possible slices 

а small saucepan, 
only until 

onion turns light yellow. Add the cream 

and bring 10 а boil. Remove from the 

fume. Stir in the bread crumbs Place 


the Lippered herring, Mesh side up, in 
jot sauce 


a shallow caserole. Pour the 
over the herring. Spri 


PROSCIUTTO, PISEAPYLE AND FRIED T ANA 
Portions) 
You needn't be an Malian to appre 
the subtle and rich flavor of the 
ed prosciutto. If you can't ob 
sliced 
on the 
ina is similar 
‚cal mush but the flavor 
is mote bland. Maple syrup, honey or 
jelly should be served with the fried 
farina which must be cooked the night 
before it is served. 
3 cups water 
1% teaspoon salt 
3; cup farina 
Butter 
No. 2 can pineapple spears or fingers 
14 Ib. prosciutto diced very thin 
Flour 
In а heavy saucepan, bring the water 
to а Бой. Add the salt. Slowly add the 
farina, stirring constantly while it is 
added. Bring to a boil. Reduce flame 
very low and simmer 5 minute. Add 2 
blespooos butter and stir until butter 
is melted. Grease а shallow inch 
plate or any shallow container of 
size, and pour the hot farina into it. Let 
it cool to room temperature. Place it in 
ic refrigerator overnight. Drain the 
neapple well. Wrap a slice of pros 
utto around each pineapple spear. Use 
two slices of ham if the slices are very 
small, Turn the ріс plate upside down 
to unmold the farina, Cut the farina 
into finger shaped pieces In a ішке 
skillet melt two tablespoons butter. Dip 
ya into the Nour. Sauté the fa- 
hamwrapped pineapple 
brown. The farina may take 
slightly longer to brown than (не ham. 
Add more butter to the pan if necessary 
to keep the farina from sticking. Serve 
at once while very hot. Sing one chorus 
of Oh, What а Beautiful Morning and 


sit down. 
B 


to ried corn 


PORTABLE BAR 


Write for 
free gift cot- 
clog. Member 
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Club ond Ве. 
quire Club, 


For use ot home, in the offi 
мө Luggage constructed of he 
col esisent “Mustang Telex" in suntan color, 
complete with three plastic jggers deol for 
friends going obreod, Get one for yourself, 
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From a Teahouse of the Orient 
SANDALS 


For beach, pool, 
shower or street 
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ACCESSORIES 


Tie Pin 32 
Cuff Links 34 
The Set 36 


PLAYBOY ACCESSORIES 


Ty thee coho порід wih бе famed 
Cole femmes from HAYBOY. 36 ю ө bot 
The price $1.0 pod. 
Playboy Cocktail Napkins 
232 Е Qha, Cheope 11, Mica 


free form guy 


(continued from page 54) 
Because Later on, ıs out he is, 
he might 
On the An 
“The ANA, sigo going 
against faith healers. And that's a good 
thing. 1 don't think its fair to say that 
the A.M.A. is basically against any cure 
that is rapi 
On "pay later" travel plans: "Well, 
the problem here is that when a 
pawengers get home, the wip i n 
Jonger real to the they stop 
ing payments. But now some 
travel agencies have w 
the wip. H you're prestige 
take the stickers off 


А 
‘of the 
ked out ways of 


пером 
ridden, they 
your luggage — see — which is the end. 


to go to war 


sensible guy. 
hc didn't want 


and on the other h 
to let it pass, because that's peace with: 


out honor, scc, so hc formed this kind 


of middlcoFtheroad dynamic conserva 
ve progressive moderate kind of mili 
tant watchful competitive coexistent 
attitude.” 

On jazz LPs: "Some friends of 
cot this jazz LP. You kuow, you don't 


make jazz LPs in recording studios any 
more — they're a corrupting inlluence 
— too, uh, contrived. So thee guys re 
corded at the club where they play and 
they left the switch open all even 
and they've got themselves a sort of ever 
playing record. They're afraid it may 
not sell. because of its length, so they've 
decided to put a girl on the liner with 
а tom blouse — kind of an abundant 
girl, who will be tied up on a beam by 
the wrists, and a private detective will 
be whipping ber. And they have this 
title which is good, which will sell, which 
is Jazz James Dean Would Have Liked 
1 Liked Jazz* 

in Rockwell: “Theres this 

«lit shows this kid 


ting his first haircut, you know, und a 
dog is licking his hand and his mother 
ix crying and из Saturday night in the 
old home town and people are dancing 
outside in the street and the Liberty Вей 
is ringing and, uh. did 1 miw anything? 

On Norman Vincent Peale: "Hes a 
philosopher and he writes books like. uh, 


Be Glad You're Mediocre and. uh, Be 
the First in Your Neighborhood to Ad: 
mit Defeat and like that — kind of 
humble kind of books.” 

On softcover books: 
has a picture of Ge 
the cover and this girl hanging on h 
horse with a torn blouse. And shes 
yelling to him about security, you know, 
and she wants him to get out of the 
service and seule down. He wants 10 
conquer India, because he’s out ol his 


head, you know running over — and, 
uh, they changed the title to help it sell. 
It’s an old textbook. Has а red cover on 
it that says — Here b My Flesh, And in: 
side it says, “Formerly published und 
the ite Introduction to Aecountin 
On hi-fi: "1 dig it. Can't get too many 
ашу sounds Theres this one com. 
pany. they don't music, just 


sounds. Sports cas at Sebring, riveti 
en th 


Indiana toll road, 
workers eating their lunch, 
ike that. They've got this one rec 

New York Central train wreck 
that a lot of people rejoice over, But 
unless you're pretty far out on high 
fidelity, you really wan't сие 100 much 
for that one, ИЗ really a screamer, yo 
know. People falling out of the tai 
lors of moaning. and crying out stull 
like, "Where's my mother?” and like that 
Kind of emotional. but are you really 
interested in sound 
terial? 

‘OF course, hifi costs, Т know a guy 
who smk 56000 into a system and still 
didn’t have a speaker, Out in Califo 
where 1 live, а lot of the people don't 
dig the commercial speakers and prefer 
to build their own. Some folks tear the 
guts ош ol th jos and use the 
shells and one guy even moved into his 
garage and was using the house with the 
windows open. Wonderful. 

“Actually, records are kind of a drag 
Af you're a purist — are you a purist? Т 
am — you're not really interested in scc 
ords anyway. The big charge is to he 
able to turn on the preamp and watch 
the tubes come up, watch ‘em light up, 
you know. Put a couple of preamps to 
gether and split the sound quadri 
rally and like that. With a jack in each. 

? You know, “Hello, Earth! — that 
Kind of thing. 1 dug this, but 1 had 
trouble because 1 lived in an apartment 
house. Ш you can, get your own meter 
with your rig. M you live in an apart 

€ neighbors are always com 
ing. À lor of people don't under 
the purity of sound — you know, a 
s living around you — and 
хо you know. 1 finally got 


mixing the 


evicted. The landlady got wigged. Nor 
because of the пође didn't own any 
records — but because whenever Pd шш 


up my rig, the succt lights would dim." 

OL such as these; then — the manners 
ind mores, the fashions and foibles, the 
pasion and prejudices of our 
composed the Ircelorm humor ol Mort 
Sah 

At а small table at Mr, Kelly's, be 
tween жаз, we asked Sahl, good humor- 
edly. what he wanted to be when he grew 
up. Sahl, who is pushing 30 (or, as he 
puts it, "ready to crash the sound bar 
tier”), rubbed his jaw au think, 
Га Ще 10 get into show busines: 

Wonder 


d said, 


ROCK ’n’ ROLL 


(continued from po 


19) 


which many are not yet accustomed. 

Critics decry the violence with which 
audiences react to rock чи roll. but the 
same sort of emotional response greeted 
Benny Goodman when he played the 
Paramount Theatre in the іше Thirties 
at the height of the swing стале, and 


crowds went wild during the recent in 
ternational tour of Louis Armstros 
Norman Granz, impresario of the j 
at the Philharmonie sessions. was lo 
to include a "How to Behave 
his printed pros 
overly enthus 

his audiences. 


ed 
section in 
ns, because of the 
эмис reactions of some of 
To this extent, rock n’ 


roll seems на different hom mest of the 
several vecognized schools of jazz. 
Some grumble about the intellect 
evel of rack "n' rell and point to the pre 
Kindergarten titles like неее Dee Dee 
Tra La La, but what about such jazz 
gobbledygook ау Diz's Оор Bo. Sh Ват, 
бора Ра Da and OotYa-Koo And who. 
Can lungen Ella Fitagerald's hopped up 
version of Flying Home? Was it jar 
You bet it was. The nonsense lyric has 
been a part of jazz from Ше very begin- 


What about the performers of r ‘n’ rè 
Do they have any recognized standing in 
the jaz held? Many were almost 
known before the rock ‘n’ roll craze, but 
the record shows that some men previ 
ously associated with top jazz groups 
ave entered the field: AI Sears, a tenor 


y he Man“ Taylor, 
bandleader for Alan Freed and his r ‘n 
т мае shows, once blew with Cab Callo- 
way, Lucky Millinder and Cootic Wil 
liams: no les a musician than Lionel 
Hampton has been playing а brand of 
з" ol late that comes out strangely 
like rock "n roll (on am international 
tour, one Dutch newspaper gave this те 


роп of a riot at the straitlaced Am. 
Concertgebouw audience 
ancing, Mimging arms, scream 


saxophonist lying on back dur- 
w solo, copulates with his shimmering 
ин... two Dlackbooted city cops 

ake him offstage into 


dressing room, did 1 do? Arrested. 
for he means, "Call the ambas 
sudor 7); amd the Count Basie band, 


‘of the greatest of all time, was a 
lar feature on Freed's CBS network 
io show for a spell. Obviously, rock 
roll is somehow related to jazz and 
the ranks of r "n' r do indeed boast so 
authentic jazzme 
relationship is the 


vore undeni- 


spelled. jos) and 
are frankly sexual. Forty ye 
was a ditty that went, 
profesor and jazz ше...” 
long altcr there was one that ran, 


daddy rocks me with a steady roll 
and both mean exactly what you think 
they mean. 
So far, in presenting the case for rock 
‘roll as a jazz form in good st 
ated on what are— after 


all — peripheral questions, The heart of 
the matter is jazz 
of whether rock 


sic. and the question. 
toll can be considered 

A brief back. 
у of the art will 
wonstiate the clove relationship, 
What was early jazz like? Well, bast 
cally it was а heady blend of ra 
usually 


to be part of its fabric. 
ward glance at the his 
de 


ie began 
tury on plantatio 
honky-tonk cabarets up and down 
East Coast and in most ol the eastern 
United Suta. By the time of the first 
World War, ragtime and the blues had 
synthesized, and New Orleans pioneers 
like Armstrong and Kid Ory and Kim 
Oliver began to weave the first va 
orchestral jazz into 


musicians followed suit w 
Dixieland Jar Band and the New 
Orleans Rhythm Ки 

The 19205 ng of both 


vocal and и the ex 
pansion of instrumental jazz from purely 
improvised Dixieland into bigger band 
and orchestral patterns, and the con 
Solidation of jazzdom'’s instrumental clan 
trumpets, trombones clarinets. saxes, 
piano. guitar. bass drums. During the 
1980s, Tin Pan Alley. dance music and 
bigband jazz fused to give birth to the 
swing era: Goodman, Dorsey and Shaw 
paralleled the achievements of Ellington, 
Lunceford and Basic, and the swing style 
Of jazz. a sophisticated blend of orches 
tration and Improvisation, reached a big 
segment of the general public. Тһе 
1840s brought a still higher degree of 
searching musicianship among jazzmen, 
and with it, the experiments that led to 
а new and со 

called bebop. Th 
into a more relaxed 


ies extension of jur 
тит. blended 

approach to ўма 
which the heavy hot uz accenso the 
Dixieland day ceded w a behind the 
best. сий jazz approach 

And then came sock" rell. Or did 
i Wasn't it really there all along, mas 
querading under ім names 

Back when phonograph records were 
Yonting. loh infants, beginning around 
1993, there was a category perform 
nce that was recorded special or 
a segregated market. I was known then 
w Race Music and some ul is expo 
were singers е Bene Smith 
Rainey and Mamie Smith. and 
mentalis, like Fletcher Henderson 
James P. Johnson. Мом of these 
were later accepted, in fact boty 
Pace. by the jaz cali 


COCKTAIL TIME 
IS ANY HOUR 
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5 O'Clock 
Watch 
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Race Music underwent subtle change 
character: by the time it switched its 
name in the early Forties and began to 
call itself rhyibmand blues, it had as 
sumed a variety of fascinating shapes, 
s with other Kinds of entertainment. 

of Negro origin. rhythmand blues picked 
ро white performers and audiences 
and its still newer tag. rock “n” roll, be 
gan to take on many of the character 
ities of the popular song hit (sia Tin 
Pan Alley), both in material and ap- 
proach. The phrase rock ча voll, then, 
has only acquired а generic connotation 
in recent years. By the time this stage 
had been reached. there were (and sull. 
ie) basically three different brands of 


this type sic. each of which bears 

a different, but distinct, relationship to 

m 

First, there's the instrumental ki 

к r, which varies 

driving blues played on На 

‘organs, electric guitars and other shock 
all the way through to the 
less, blowing tenor while 


ying on hack type of saxophonist. who 
е. the symbol of all 
tc Lionel Hampton's 
protestatio ва nether form of 
Much of the music played is har 
simple. based on such dyed in 
thewool chord textures as Г got Rhythm 
and the 12 bar blues, but performed with 
few of the subtle nuances through which 
modern jazzmen can sublimate them 
Very well, you may say: but if theres 
such a big difference, how come Bases 
band was featured regularly on a rock 
а roll show? 
The answer, alas. shows all too clearly 


the source of the difference. Alter not 
too many weeks, Base band was 
dropped from the program om th 


grounds that it “didn't have the right 
Kind of beat” and a band led by Sa 
he Man” Taylor took over. What 
Basie lacked, what Sam Taylor had, way 
the piledriving rhythm, the sedge ham 
mer accent on the second and fourth 
beat of the bar, that is administered 10 
yek ‘a’ roll addicts as shock therapy. 
Basie also lacked the Lind of tenor saxes 
that latch onto one note and bouk 
the grou 
sitting d never removed. 
their shirts ди ^. Sam Taylor, 
despite his jazz background, has altered. 


Taylor delends the thwacking beat of 
ock "n' roll and says he enjoys his work, 
A lot of people have knocked it,” he 
says "because some of the artists are 
мам It's not the music 
Ве performers” This is 

ewhat left-handed, 


ре of rock a" roll is 
exemplified by the solo vocalist. When 
hes a ballad singer, or а blues singer 
who cles to sing ballads, he's usually a 


pretty sad sounding sack. But when n. 
Sings the earthy, gutsy blues its quite 
another story. Now hes going back 
home, to the cotton fields and the d 
gangs of the Old South, to the very birth 
and roots of jazz. 

Men like Joe T 
ard, women Tike Ra 


icr and Little Rich- 
h Brown and Mig, 
icr, bluer moments, 
ns of the Lead 
Беу» and Beste Smiths of yesteryear, 
One of the better artists in this cate- 
gory is Elvis Presley, whose posturings 
have been publicized so widely that the 
musical iwues involved have been en 
tirely lost in the hasle. On some ol his 
records, there are distinct echoes of Joe 
Turner and Bill Crudup, whom һе 
Knowledges as his major influences. His 
singing їх a weird, but sometimes tasty 
cocktail of county-and-western, rhythm 
and blues, jazz and folk music os 
In Presley's case, and in those ol most 
solo vocalists in this field, the materi 
performed is as important as the per 
former. And the great majority of it 
omes from the alley called Tin 
The third brand of rock n roll is the 
music produced by vocal groups. Wh 
can you possibly say about the Blenders, 
the Comets, the Flsirs, the Flamingos, the 
Cleftoncs, the Willows, the Valentines, 
the Colts, the Coasters, the Cardinal and 
the 444.144 vocal quarters that have 
sprung up since rock ‘n’ roll became a 
national Тас 
You might start by recalling the ease 
of the famous jazz drummer who decided 
to jump on the rocking, rolling band. 
wagon. To quate one of his масте 
"We got a big band together, and а 
vocal group. But it wasn't an easy sew 
sion: the vocal group was composed of 
good singers, so at first they couldn't get 
the authentic sound. Tt took quite à 
while to get them to sing out of ume, 


the jazman м 
publisher's olhce liste 
то гие roll hit 
asked the publisher, "to think that asong 
ike that was written by a Hycarold 
boy ly, vex" replied the mu 
cian dryly, “1 thought a song like that 

d have been written by а уса 
old boy. 

So far, then, it looks as if a consider 
ation of the three major manifestations 
of rock ч roll adds up to this: an й 
dubitable connection with jazz, but one 

ol the disreputable rela. 


frowned-upon fringe шешім 
wp. the һем in tock "w' roll pets 
blamed for errors it didn’t commit, Thus, 
a potential hit, just as it is helping to 
bring one of the beter rock "m roll 
әнімен pros is gobbled up by 
a performer or и bas easier ac 
cess qe mass ication шей 


is readier acceptance on TV. radio an 
ikeboxes, amd conseque 

away Пош the origi 
version. For example, Haley's 
Comets outsold by far, with а pop ver 

on of Shake, Rattle and Roll, the excel- 
Tent and jarz valid job previously issued 
by Joe Turner; Pat Boone made а big 
hiv out of Fats Domino's Ain't That в 
Shame and Lavern Maker has contin 
‘ously lost ош to Georgia Gibbs, a gi 
who brazenly copied not only the Baker 


md now, only — were ready 
‘conclusions about rock 
oll and its place in the total jazz pic 
ture. While it is unden 
rock ле roll sinks its roots in the authen- 
tic shythmand-hlues era of jazz history 
it is lor the most part, а bastaulised, 
п appeal is to adolece 
and insscwity. ‘The original 


to arrive 


blues expressed as best it could the how. 
est, and olen bitter, ompourings of a 
ТЕПТІ 

money and 
Rock 


d people toward sex, work, 

lar basic facts of lite. 
roll, on the other hand, is 
out of Tin Pan Alley with an 


songs based on clemer 
and ballads, 

, amateurish reproductions of 
some of the poorer tunes of the рор 
music field. It is successful because of 
its hearconsleeve sentimentality on the 
slower numbers, and the steam roller in 
veness of the beat on the faster on 
Tt has thoroughly lost the wit and irony 
and sorrow and poetry and naked emo- 
байыт that might have given it a 
valid reason for being. It is esthetically 
As for the departure of 

ıs imo the current 


toll has produced 
some Bo Diddleys and Joc Turners and 
Ruth Browns, by and Large. most of it 
bears ne relationship to jazz that 
ТЕТІ The distress 
fell by Tellow musicians and fans on 
finding jazz artists working im rock ^n 
toll bands ñ exactly comparable with 
the reaction of fight fans по the sight of 
Joe Louis in the wrestling ring 

Man has evolved from lower forms of 
animal Ше and in this, he shares а 
with the monkey. Iw 
ші rock "n 
But from its original 
ips — through dixieland. 


to walk ercet and 
elligence. Rock ‘n’ roll 


speak with 
shares a common beginning with jazz, 
but it has evolved no further than the 
primitive, gibbering ape. 


ONE FOR THE BOOK 


[continued from page #8) 


ing eke. (Maybee is мшу а bros) 
Beiden what 1 you in mind before 
we wart the picture to And ош what 
Soe polen lo py the eme Kal. 
pear шары wien же 
EL plenty of newspaper beaks, шөре 
те Can ect the romance in the p 
Tore whith would be god showmanship 
Теги, that's my opinion So you 
жє, Ted why any reyehecr cer thew 
Beides what comen in from the book 
most Мекку src for me. De 
пос Ding а greedy ви 
the Шақ mam, jt the 


Please Ted. | want you should seri 
ously consider this here “proposition” 
which is the same equivalent like con- 
ато a goldmine which 

this could casy be. Don't think Ted 1 
“am just some type “ham” which desires 
to get himself some publicity. Believe 
me that is furthest from my thoughts 
becawse Pinky will personally tell you 
himself that I never hound him and 
never bother him with the “Yes but 
what have you done for тає lately” bit? 
Not me, chum. 1 abwhore the publicity 
hound like he was poison and assure 
you my hathand is the same sie like 
when 1 first commenced wearing same. 
‘Teddy, old boy. I wish тоз would ad- 
vice me as quick as you can what you 
think of this here deal and your reaction 
to same on account time isof the essence. 
Figure the whole thing could be knocked 
off in no time flat being 1 got loads of 
scrapbooks. reviews from ray club dates, 
theatre presentations. television show 
comments and such, just stacks galore 
you could wade through at your heart” 
content. plus I'd be only too happy to 
De available to talk things over and you 
боп get any and all information direct 
from the horses mouth like they say. 
Also if you desire same, can give you a 
Ша of my pals. managers, club owners 
and such as well as a list of the people 
sh you positively will nor 


1 don't want my brother should be men- 
tioned at all being his only claim to 
me is that we both happened to of had 
the same parents. Otherwise nothing. 

And now like the man says on my 
show — this is that clown prince of fun 
signing oll. 


Your “ife” partner, 

Jr COLLINS. 
PS. Am writing this letter personally, 
Realise the English and spelling don't 
come in the English profesor category 
but then the English professore dough 
don't come in my category. So what? 


24 ыште Theatre Más. Upper Montclair, N. 1, 
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CONTOUR CONTACT 
(continued from page 24) 


in the office, with his face buried in a 
girls neck. It happencd that this par- 
ticular man had emtertained secret 
thoughts of doing the same thing, had 
tried it, and been acidly told to keep 
his distance. What was Hill's technique? 
Well, this girl uses a perlume which is 
real wolf bait. Bill is hip em: 
Know that most girls apply рег 
1 the cars. НА techn 
газ to go near to her, tilt his head 
is nostrils, and say, “Jeanette, 
What is 
that perfume? Let me get a whiff of it 
Чом.” And by that time he was in 
blissful C.C. with the damsels neck. 
Bill's technique, then, is to select some 
outstanding characteristic, one which he 
s of and proud. 


and dilate 
you smell absolutely irresistible 


But сини 
the full enjoys 
proach a) 

Given these, 
the sport wh 


needs 
mo special equipment, doesn't depend 


h knows no scaso 


On the weather, and con be played in- 


doors oF out. 
g 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES ON PAGE 32 


MARITAL MACHINATIONS, By walk- 
ing. Victor saved 13 minutes dri 
ing time (since they arrived at Vivian's 
15 minutes carlicr than usual) or ТУ, 
utes in cach direction rom the 
point where he was picked up to their 
customary rendezvous point and back 
Vivian, therelore, met him 
из before the appointed time. 
Since Victor started walking one hour 
before the appointed time, he walked a 
total of 525 minutes 


A BRIMMING SAGA. Harry сопесіу 


figured hed keep pouring until the 
surface of the water simultancously 
touched one edge of the brim and the 


opposite junction of bottom and side, 


AN OXONIAN TRAGEDY. Wendy de. 
өгей that il. V = Peter's speed in still 
water amd C = speed of the o 


Шен УС is his speed upstre 
spe 


V LC hi 
when she went overboard, they began 
separating at (V — C) +E = V. When 
Peter turned. he went V + C. Wendy 
continuing at C. so he approached her 

(V + G) — C = V. Since their parting 
and reunion were at the same speed, he 
must have expended the same time on 
both. or 10 minutes on each. So Wendy 
drifted one mile inutes, or a 
speed of three mph, which is not bad 
for a young girl who's not really giving 
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to get ar, ar from the maddening crowd? 
These are rhetorical questions; our 
recipe for the happiest апаке an- 
swers follows. 

During the steaming dog 
and August, you'll get 
poking around unwod 
are few days to savor i 
canoe junket through virgin lakes in 
the Quetico Superior Wilderness, where 
outfitters will supply all equipment and 

at а sensible S6 а day per person 
Alaska, too, can't be beat during the hot 
spells, and August is the month for the 
Seward salmon derby to boot. Tack on 
a four day jaunt up the whitewater 
‘canyons of the Stikine from the tiny gold 
rush settlement of Wrangell aboard the 
riverboat Judith Ann, Stay at the Dia 
mond B ranch near Telegraph Creek or, 
if you haven't got the time, speed back 
down river for a scant 500 round «wp, 

M you can't suppress a midsummer 
yen to don skis and goggles again, we 
suggest you point yourself toward South 
America. August means schusing dows 
Andean slopes, amd resort rates in 
Chile and Argentina range from 580 
10 $40 а week — with meals. И you pre- 
fer an allexpense romp, шу Panagras 
threeweek job by air from Miami that 
includes 18 days of skiing at Chiles 
ultra swank Portillo Club for around 
$800, But you don't have to go that far: 
ycarsound snow оп Oregon's Mount 
Hood is one athome answer for Ше 

satiable schusboomer. Timberline 
Lodge offers a Unceday deal for two 
Sibunnies— room, meals, unlimited 
use of tows and Миз — for $78, 

New England in the summer is cooler 
than most spots, and you can't go wrong 
im the Massachusetts Berkshires: you'll 
want to take in Ted Shawn's annual 
dance festival at East Lee, the al fr 
music at Tanglewood and the costumed 

tists’ ball the third week in August 

Provincetown at the tip of Cape 
xL New England, of course, is the 

ler of swank strawhat theatre, too. 

paradise is 


56 ог $7 а day for the lush, lazy life. 

—Paruick Силк. 

For further information оп any of the 

above, write to Playboy Render Service, 
232 E. Ohio St, Chicago 11, Illinois, 


FATHER, 


THE MONTH OF JUNE brings with it delights galore, 
and among these is the dubious delight dubbed 
Father's Day. On June 16th, papas from coast to 
coast are showered with mustache cups, hand. 
painted neckties, minklined tobacco pouches, 
complete recordings of Parsifal and other of life's 
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DEAR FATHER 


bare necessities. Fellows: why not keep your 
paters young at heart with the perfect gift this 
year—a three year subscription to vı,aynov! Girls: 
frighten your boyfriends with Fathers Day sub» 
scriptions, too. They'll love you the more, once 
their hearts have returned from their throats. 


3 on 313 


(Yes seve $5.00 from the 
regulor single-copy price.) 


Toe 36 


2 yeon 10 
(You save $2.00 from the 
regular single-copy price.) 
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св shops and 
travel agencies that aro join- 
ing in PLAYnoy's Spring Pro- 
motion “For the Man Going 
Places.” They are all prepared 
to get you started on your 
way in style and comfort, 
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